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TO THE 


READER. 
HEN I undertook to make the fol- 
lowing Sheets into a Play, I only 
propos d to call it a Revis d one; but ſome 
who had Read it were of Opinion, that the 
Additions in it were of Conſequence enough 
to call it a Ne one; and the Actors propo- 
ſing an Advantage by it, the little Concern I 
had for it, made me comply with their De- 
ſires: Notwithſtanding I thought my ſelf o- 
blig d in the Prologue to own how far other 
Authors had a Claim to it: But I found e- 
ven that was not enough to ſilence the Cri- 
ticks, who wou d have the Pleaſure of taking 
it to pieces, as if I had endeavour to put it 
upon em for a Correct Entertainment. I 


ventur'd laſt Year upon ſomething of the 


lame kind, in joining the Comical Epilodes: 
of the Maiden Quten, and Marriage: la- 
mode together; the Alteration coſt me bat 
ſix days trouble; and not calling it a Newer 
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75 the READER. 


Play, 1 we found the Town very favourable to 
it; and tho' I have no reaſon to Repent of 
my Trouble in this, yet had we taken the 
ſame meaſures now, mut ſtill think it had 
ran leſs Hazard. But that the Town may 
not think tis Lazineſs that makes me fond 
of theſe ſort of Undertakings, I think it pro- 


per to prepare their favourable Thoughts of 


my Induſtry, by informing them, that I have 
a New Play now writing into Parts, which 
will be Acted before Chriſtmas, that has coſt 
me two Summers hard Pains and Study, 
there.not being one Line in't, or T hought, 
either in the Dialogue or Deſign, but what's 
intirely my own, and never ſeen before. 


And if it meets REA 2 Candid and Attentive 


Audience, I don't queſtion but J ſhall bid 
as fair "Be their Encouragement, as in any 
other Piece 1 have ever produc * 


THE 
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One Wit, perhaps, another Humour paints ; 
A Third deſigns you well, but Genius wants; 


And ſtronger 


|: PROLOGWE 


Ou'd Thoſe, who never Try d, conceive the Sweat, 
The Toil requir d, to make a Play complete; 
"They'd Pardon, or Encourage all that cou d 
Pretend to be but tolerably Good. 


Plot, Wit, and Humonr's, hard to meet in One, 


And yet without em all, — alls lamely done 


>» 


A Fourth begins with Fire but, ah! too weak to hold = 
A Modern Bard, who late adorn'd the Bays, 


Whoſe Muſe advanc'd his Fame to Envy'd Praiſe, . 

Was ſtill obſerv d to want his Judgment moſt in Plays. 

"Thoſe, he too | na found, requir d the Pain, 
orces of a vigorous Brain : © 

Nay, even alter'd Plays, like old Honſes mended, 


Coſt little leſs than new, before they re ended; 


At leaſt, our Author finds the Experience true, 
For equal Pains had made this wholly new : | 
And tho the Name ſeems old, the Scenes will ſhow, | ; 


That tis, in Fact, no more the ſame than now; 


Fam d Chattfworth 7s, what 'twas ſome Tears ago. 


Pardon the Boldneſs, that a Play ſhou'd dare, 


With Works of ſo much Wonder, to compare. 


Mere little worth, to make this New One good; 
So of This Play, we hope, tis underſtood. 


But as that Fabrick's ancient Walls or Wood, | 


For, tho from former Scenes ſome Hints, he draws, 


The Ground-Plot's wholly c hang d from what it was: 
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Not, but he hopes you'll find enough that's new, 


In Plot, in Perſons, Wit, and Humour too ; 


_ Tet what's not his, he owns in other's Right, 


Nor toils he now for Fame, but your Delight. 
If that's attain d, what's matter whoſe the Play æ, 
Applaud the Scenes, and ſtrip him of the Praiſe. 
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ELL, Sirs! I know not how the Play may paſs, 
But, in my humble Senſe, — our Bard's an Aſs ; 
For, had he ever known the leaſt of Nature, 


H had found his Double Spark a diſmal Creature : 


To pleaſe two Ladies, te two Forms puts on, 


As if the Thing in Shadows cou'd be done; 


The Women really Tao, and He (poor Soul ) but One. 
Had he revers'd the Hint, h had done the Feat, 

Had made th Impoſture credibly complete ʒ 

A ſingle Miſtreſs — ang bt have ſtood the Cheat. 

She might to ſeveral Lovers have been kind, 

Nor ſtrain d your Faith, to think, both pleas d, and blind : 
Plain Senſe had known, the Fair can Love receive, 


With half the Pains your warmeſt Vows can give. 


But, hold ! — I'm thinking I miſtake the Matter, 
Os ſecond Thoughts: — The Hint's but honeſt Satyr; 
And only . Fexpoſe their modiſh Senſe, 

Who think the Fire of Love's — but Impudence. - 
Our Spark was really modeſt; — Ihen he found 


Two Female Claims at once, "be One diſown'd ʒ 


Wiſely preſuming, tho in ne er ſuch haſt, 


One wou'd be found enough for him, at leaſt. 
So that to ſum the Whole, I think the Play 
Deſerves the uſual Favours on his Day; 


not, he ſwears, be'll write the next 1 M ch, 


„ Doggerel Rhimes, wou d make or Him, or You, ſick : 
His Groveling Senſe, Italian Air, ſhall Crown, 
And. then, be s ſure, ev'n Nonſenſe will go down. 
But, if you'd have the World ſuppoſe the Stage 
Not quite forſaken in this Airy Age, 
Let your glad Votes our needleſs Fear confound, 
And ſpeak in Claps as loud for Senſe, as Sound. 
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AC 1 
SCENE the PAR K. 


Enter Clerimont aud Atall. IG ot 


(ler. M. Aral, your very, humble Servant. 
At. O (leri mont, ſuch an Adventure, ( 1028 


Juſt a going to your Lodgings,) ſuch a tranſporting Accident; z 


in ſhort, 1 am now poſitively fix d in Love for altogether, 
Cler. All the Sex together, I believe. 


At. Nay , if thou doſt not believe me, and ſtand my 


Friend, I am ruin'd paſt Redemption. 

Cler. Dear Sir, if I ſtand your Friend without believing you, 
wont that do as well. But why ſhou'd you think I don't 
believe you? I have ſcen you twice in love within this Foft-: 


night; and it wou'd be hard indeed to ſuppoſe, a Heat of ſo 


much Mettle-cou'd not hold ont a third Engagement. 
At. Then to be ſerious in one word, Jam honourably in 
Love; and if ſhe proves the Woman 1 am ſure ſhe muſt, will 
poſitively marry her. 

Cler. Marry! O degenerate virtue! 

At. Now, will you help me? 


Cler. Sir, you may depend . me: But that I may be 


the 


— 


For as we were ſhootin © the Bridge, her Boat, by the negligence 
K 


2 The Double Gallant, or 
the better able to ſerve you, — all things in order, — pray 
give me leave firſt to ask a Queſtion or two: What is this 
Honourable Lady's Name? 
At. Faith I don't know. - - 
Cler. What are her Parents? 
At. I can't tell. 5 
Cler. What Fortune has ſne? 


A4. 1 don't know? | 


Cler. Where does ſhe live? 
At. I can't tell. 7 


Cler. A very conciſe Account of the Perſon you deſign to 


marry. Pray Sir, what is't you do know of her ? 


A#. That Fll tell you: Coming yeſterday from Greenwich 
by Water, I overtook a pair of Oars ; whoſe lovely Freight 


was one ſingle Lady, and a Fellow in a hanſom Livery in 


the Stern: When I came up, I had at firſt reſolv'd to uſe 


the privilege of the Element, and bait her with Waterman's 


Wit, till I came to the Bridge: But as ſoon as ſhe ſaw me, 


- inſtead of turning her Head aſide, or cramming her Hoods in 


her Mouth to raiſe my Curioſity, ſhe very prudently prevent- 
ed my Deſign; and as I paſs d, bow'd to me with an hum- 
ble Bluſh, that ſpoke. at once ſuch Senſe, fo juſt a Fear, and 
Modeſty, as put the looſeſt of my Thoughts to rout. And 
when ſhe found her Fears had mov'd me into Manners, the 


; cautious Gloom that ſat upon her Beauties, diſappear d; her 
- ſparkling Eyes reſum'd their native Fire; ſhe look d, ſhe fmil'd, 
the talk d, while her diffuſive Charms new fir d my Heart, and 


gave my Soul a foftneſs never felt before. — To be brief , 


er Converſation was as charming as her Perſon, both eaſie, 
unconſtrain' d, and ſprightly : But then her Limbs! O rap- 


turous Thought! The ſnowy Down upon the Wings of un- 


fledg'd Love, had never half that ſoftneſs. 


er. Raptures indeed. Pray Sir, how came you ſo well 
acquainted with her Limbs ? | i 


At. By the moſt fortunate Misfortune ſure that ever was : 


of the Watermen running againſt the Piles, was over- out 
jumps the Footman to take care of a ſingle Rogue, and down 
went the poor Lady to the bottom. My Boat being before 


her, the Stream drove her, by the help of her Cloaths, to- 


1 wards , 


the Sick Ladys Cure. 3 
wards me; at ſight of her I plung d in, caught her in my 
Arms, and with much ado, ſupported her till my Waterman 
pull'd in to fave us. But the charming Difficulty of her get- 
ting into the Boat, gave me a Tranſport that all the wide Wa- 
ter in the Thames had not power to cool: For, Sir, while 
I was giving her a lift into the Boat, I found the floating of 
her Cloaths had left all her lovely Limbs beneath, as bare 
as new-born Venus riſing from the Sea, © 
Cler. What an impudent Happinefs art thou capable of. 
At. When ſhe was a little recover'd from her Fright, ſhe 
began to enquire my Name, Abode, and Circumſtances, that 
ſhe might know to whom ſhe ow'd her Life, and Preſerva- 
tion. Now, to tell you the truth, I durſt not truſt her with 
my real Name, leſt ſhe ſhou'd from thence have diſcover'd 
that my Father was now actually under Bonds to marry me 
to another Woman: ſo Faith, I ev'n told her my Name 
was Freeman, a Gloceſterſhire Gentleman, of a good Eſtate, 
juſt come to Town about a Chancery Suit. Beſides, I was un- 
willing any Accident ſhou'd let my Father know of my being 
yet in England, leſt he ſhou'd find me out, and force me to 
marry the Woman I never ſaw ; for which, you know, he 
commanded me home, before I have time to prevent it. 

Cler. Well, but cou'd not you learn the Lady's Name all 
this while ? 2 | | 

At. No 'Faith, ſhe was inexorable to all Intreaties ; only 
told me in general terms, That if what I vow'd to her was fin- 
cere, ſhe wou'd give me proof in a few Days, what Hazards 
ſhe wou'd run to requite my Services ; ſo, after having told 
her where ſhe might hear of me, I ſaw her into a Chair, 
N her by the cold Roſy Fingers, kiſs d em warm, and 

rted. 6 
1 What! Then you are quite off of the Lady I ſup- 
poſe, that you made an Acquaintance with in the Park laſt 
Week. | 
At. No, no; not fo neither: One's my Juno, all Pride, 
and Beauty; but this my Venus, all Life, Love, and Softnels, 
Now, what I beg of thee, dear (lerimont, is this: Mrs. Juno, 
as I told you, having done me the honour of a civil Viſit or 
two at my own Lodgings, I muſt needs borrow thine to en- 

tertain Mrs. Venus in: for if 88. Rival Goddeſſes fhou'd 
. " 2 | meet, 
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meet, and claſn, vou know there wou 4 be the Devil to do 
between em. 


Cler. Well, Sir, my Lapin? are at So N but you 


"mult be very pri vate, and ſober, I can tell you; for my Land- 
lady's a Precbyterian; if ſhe : ſuſpetts your Deſign, you Te blown 
up, depend upont. 


At.” Don't fear, 11 be. as careful as a guilty Conſcience : 2 25 
but I want immediate poſſeſſion; for I expect to hear from 
her every moment; and have already. directed her. to fend | 


thither. Prithee, come with me. 


Cler. Faith, you muſt excuſe me; I expect ſome Ladies in 


tbe Park, that I wou d not miſs of for an Empire : : But yon- | 
der's my Servant, he ſhall conduct you. e 


At. Very good! that will do as well then: - FI} ſend my 


Man along with him, to expect her Commands, and call me 
i ſhe ſends: And in the mean time, 11 ev'n go home to 
my own Lodgings; for to tell you the truth, Lexpect a ſmall 


Meſſage there from my Goddeſs Imperial. And I am not ſo 
much in love with my new Bird i in the Buſh, as to let t other - 


fly out of my Hand for her. 


(ler. And pray, Sir, what Name does your Goddeſs Im. 
perial (as you call her)*know you by? 

At. O, Sir; with her I paſs for a Man of Arms, an am 
call'd Coll. Standfaft, with my new face Jobn Fried of 
Fatland-Hall, Eſq; But time flies; T'muft leave you. 
ler. Well 7 55 Atall, Tm yours. — Good luck to you. 
[Ex. At.] What a happy Fellow is this, that-owes his Suc- 
ceſs with the Women purely to his Inconſtancy ; ? What a 
Blockhead am 1, to taint my Inclinations with Virtue, when 


I have ſo many dally Examples before my Eyes, of Peoples | 


being ill us d for their Sincerity ? .. Here comes another too, 
almoſt as happy as he, a Fellow that's wiſe enough to be but 
Half in love, and makes his whole Life a ſtudied Idleneſs; 
Enter Careleſs.” 

ler. So Careleſs! you're conſtant, I ſee, to your: Morn- 
ing's Saunter. Well! how ſtand Matters? I hear ſtrange 
things of thee ; that after having rail'd at Marriage all thy 
Life, thou haſt Gt d to fall into the Nooſe at laſt. 

Care. I don't ſee any great Terror in the Nooſe, (as you 
cal ic) whena Man's weary of Liberty's” The liberty of play- 


ing 


the Sick Lady's Cure. 5 
ing the Fool when ones turn d of T birty is not of much 
value. 

(ler. Hey day! ! Then you begin to have nothing in your 
Head now, but Settlements, Children, and the main Chance. 

Care. Ev'n ſo faith, but in hopes to come at em too, I am 
forc t very often to make my way through Pills, Elixirs, 
Bolus's,, Ptizans, and Gallipots. 

Cler. What is your Miftreſs an Apothecary” s Widow? 

Care. No, but ſhe is an Apothecary's Shop , and keeps as, 
many Drugs i in her:Bedchamber ; ſhe has her Phyſick for eve- 
ry hour of the Day and Night for tis vulgar, ſhe ſays, 
to be a moment in Rude perfect Health. Her Bed is lind 
with Poppies, the Black Boys at the Fect, that the Healthy 
imploy to bear Flowers in their Arms, che loads with Diaſ- . 
cordium, and other ſleepy Potions, her Sweetbags inſtead of 
the common and offenſive ſmells of Musk and Amber, breath 

nothing but the more Madiſh and Salubrious Scents of Hart- 
horn, Rue, and Aſſafœtida. 

Cler. Why at this rate ſhe's only fit to be the Conſort of 
Hippocrates, But pray what other Charms has this Extraor-. 
dinary Lady? 

Care. She has one, Tom; that > dan may reliſh without. 
being ſo deep a Pbyſitian. | 

(ler. What's that? 

Care. Why two thouſand Pound a Tear. 8 
Cler. Ja vulgat Beauty, I confeſs, Sir: But can'ſt thou for 
any Conſideration throw thy ſelf into this Hoſpital, this Box 
of Phyſick and lye all Night like Leaf Gold upon a Pill? 
Care. O dear Sir, this is not half the Evil; her Humour is 
as fantaſtick as her Diet; nothing that's Exgliſh muſt come 
near her: All her Delight i is in foreign Impertinences : Her 
Rooms are all of Japan, or Perſia, her Dreſs Indian, and her 
Equipage are all Monſters: The Coachman came over with 
his Horſes, both from Ruſſia, (Flanders are too common) 
the reſt of her Trim are a mottly crowd of Blacks, Tawny - 
Olives, Feulamots, and pale Blews: In ſhort ſhe's for any - 
thing that comes from beyond Sea; her greateſt Monſters are 
thoſe of- her own Country; and ſhe is in love with nothing 
o * bas: the Line but the Apothecaries. 
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Cler. Apothecaries quotha! why your fine Lady, for ought 
I ſee, is a perfect Doſe of Folly and Phyſick ; in a Month's 


time ſhe'l grow like an Antimonial Cup, and a Kiſs will be 
able to work with you. 


Care. But to prevent that, Tom, I defi ign upon the Wedding 


Day to break all her Gallypots, kick the Doctor down Stairs, 
and force her, inſtead of Phyſick, to take an hearty Meal of 
a ſwinging Rump of boil'd Beef and Carrots, and fo faith I 


Have told her. 

 Cler. That's ſomething familiar: Are you ſo near Man and 
Wife? 

Care. O nearer, for I ſometimes plague her till ſhe hates the 


ſight of me. 


Ger. Ha! ha! very good ! So being a very troubleſome 


Lover, you pretend to Cure her of her Phyſick by a Counter 
- Poiſon. 


Care. Right, I intend to Fee a Doctor to preſcribe her an 
Hour of my Converſation to be taken every Night and Morn- 


ing; and this to be continued till her Feaver of Averſion's 


Gver. 

Cler. An admirable Recipe. Well, Tom, but how ſtand 
thy own Affairs? Is Clarinda kind yet? 

Cler. Faith I can't ſay ſhe's abſolutely kind, but ſhe's pret- 
ty near it: For ſhe's grown ſo ridiculouſly ill humour'd to me 
of late, that if ſhe keeps the ſame Airs a Week longer, I am 
in hopes to find as much Eaſe from her Folly, as my Conſtan- 
cy wou'd from her good Nature——But to be plain, I'm a- 
fraid I bave ſome ſecret Rival in the caſe; for Womens Va- 


nity ſeldom gives them Courage enough to uſe an old Lover 


heartily IIl, till they are firſt ſure of a New One, that they 
iutend to ute better. 
Care. What ſays Sir Solomon, he is your Friend ſire > 
Cler. Yes, at leaſt I can make him ſo when I pleaſe; there is 
an odd five hundred Pound in her Fortune, that he has a great 
mind ſnhou d {tick to his Fingers, when he pays in the reſt ont; 


which Im aftid I muſt comply with, for the can t eaſily Marry 


without his Confent. And yet ſhe is [o alterd in her Be- 


haviour of jate, that I ſcarce know what to Tree e 
take a Turn, "26d Adviſe me. 


Cere. With all my Heart. os | 1 
_ . 
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| The SCEN E changes to Sir Solomon Sadlife's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Solomon, and Supple his Mar. | 
Sir Sol. Supple, doſt not thou perceive I put a great Con- 
fidence in thee? I truſt thee with my Boſom ſecrets. 
Sup. Les, Sir. | © | 
. Sir Sol. Ah Supple! I begin to hate my Wife——but be 
ecret. 
Sup. I'Il never tell while F live, Sir. | 
| Sir Sol. Nay then Tl truſt thee further: Between thee and 
| I, Supple, I have reaſon to believe my Wife hates me too. 
Sup. Ah! Dear Sir, I doubt that's no ſecret ; for to ſay the 
Truth, my Lady is bitter Young and Gameſome. 
Sir Sol. But can ſhe have the Impudence, think'ſt thou, to 
make a Cuckold of a Knight, one that was dubb'd by the 
Royal Sword? | | 
Sup. Alas! Sir, I warrant ſh'as the Courage of a Counteſs, 
if ſhe's once provok d ſhe cares not what ſhe does in her Paſſi- 
on, if you were ten times a Knight ſhe'd give you Dub for _ 
Dub, Sir. 
Sir Sol. Ah! Supple, when her Blood's up, I confeſs ſhe's the 
Devil; and I queſtion if the whole Conclave of Cardinals could 
lay her. But ſuppoſe ſhe ſhou d reſolve to give me a ſample 
of her Sex, and make me a Cuckold in cool Blood ? | 
Sup. Why if ſhe ſhou'd, Sir, don't take it ſo to Heart, + 
Cuckolds are no ſuch Monſters now adays: In the City you , 
know, Sir, it's ſo many Honeſt Mens Fortune, that no Body þ 
- minds it there; and at this end of the Town a Cuckold has 
as much Reſpect as his Wife for ought I ſee: For Gentlemen 
don't know but it may be their own caſe another Day, and 
. fo People are willing to do as they wou'd be done by. 
Sir Sol. And yet I do not think but my Spouſe is Honeſt-— 
and think ſhe is not——wou'd I were ſatisfyed. 
= Troth, Sir, I don't know what to think, but in my 
Conſcience I believe good looking after can do her no harm. 
Sir Sol. Right Supple, and in order to it, I'll firſt Demoliſn 
her Viſiting Days: For how do I know but they may may be 
ſo many private Clubs for Cackoldom. 
Sup. Ah! Sir, your Worſhip knows I was always againſt 
your coming to this end of the Town. 
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Sir Sol. Thou wert indeed my honeſt Sypple : But Woman 
fair and faithleſs Woman, wormd and work'd me to her 
Wikſhes ; like fond Mark Antony! let my Empire moulder from 
my Hands, and gave up All for Love: O Fool to truſt thy 
Honour with a Woman ! A Race of Vipers! They were de- 

ceivers, Supple, from the beginning. 11! have no Viltors, 
that's determind. 
Sup. Truly, Sir, I begin to think there” 8 nothing fav d by 
em in the Years end. 

Sir Sol. O Sapple, I run Mad when 1 think ont; ; every 
Powder'd Wigg l meet, is a piece of Ordnance planted againſt 
my Honour; the rattling of a fine Chariot gives me the Spleen, 

and my very Soul's ſet an Edge at the ſqueak of a Fiddle. 

Sup. And what's more provoking, Sir, the abominable 
Rogues always pitch upon this ſide the Park for their Nack 
and Iutrigues. 

Sir Sol. Dogs! Villains! Monſters! Zbud ! I've been i in 2 
Sweat ever ſince I livd here twice or thrice a Week all the 
Cuckold-makers in Town Rendezvous under my Window. 
Infupportable I muſt-have a young Wife with a murrain 
to me——1 hate her too and yet the Devil on't is, 1'm 
ſtill jealous of her ſtay! let me reckon up all the Faſhio- 
nable Vertues ſhe has that can make a Man, happy. in the 

firſt place——l think her very Ugly | Ee 
Sup. Ah! that's becauſe you are 3 4 Sir. 1 0 

Sir Sol. As for her Expences, no Arithmetick can reach em; 
ſhe's always longing tor ſomething that's Dear and Uſeleſs; 
ſhe will certainly ruine me in China, Silks, Ribbons, Fans; 
Laces, Perfumes, Waſhes, Powder, Patches, Jeſlimine Gloves, 
and Ratafia. 

Sup. Ah! Sir, that's a cruel Liquor with em. 

Sir $9, To ſum up all wou'd run me mad——The only 
way to put a top to her Career, muſt be to put off my Coach, 
turn away her Chairmen, lock out ber Swiſs Porter, barr up 
Doors, keep out all Viſitors, and then ſhe'll be leſs Expenſive. - 

Sup. Ay Sir, for few Women think it worth their while to 
Dreſs: for their Husbands. 

Sir Sol. Then we ſhan't be plagu d with my old Lady Tittle- 
_[Fattle's Howdees in a Morning, nor my Lady Dainty's Spleen, 

or the ſuddain indiſpoſition of that = Beaſt her horrible 
Dutch Maſtift. | . 
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Sup. No, Sir, nor the impertinence of that great fat Crea- 
ture, my Lady Swill-tea. 5 | 
Sir Sol. And her ſquinting Daughter. No, no: Let the 
Tide run ſomewhere elſe; I am reſolv'd to know the happi- 
neſs of living in ſilence, without the din of a Viſiting-day, 
fpent in a continual jargon of Impertinence, of this pretty 


Lace, and that pretty Ribband ; this News of the Ring, and 


that of the Circle; this Party for Plays, and tother for Eu- 


#uchs and Opera's; one laughs in Gamut, another ſneezes in 


Elami Alt; And Hey ! all their Clacks go together with a 
Babel of Sounds, till their Scandal and Faſhions are all run 
over; and then, to the Peace of the Neighbourhood, they 
part with the ſame impertinence they enter'd. — No, Supple, 
after this Night, nothing in Petticoats ſhall come within ten 
Yards of my Doors. 
Sup. Nor in Breeches neither? 
Sir Sol. Only Mr. Clerimont ; for I expect him to ſign Ar- 


ticles with me for the Five hundred Pound he is to give me, 


for that ungovernable Jade, my Niece, Clarinda. |_ Aſide. 
Ha! ſee, who's that? : | Knocking. 
Sup. O, Sir! tis the three ſtrange Suitors that wou'd marry 


Madam Clarinda. 


Sir Sol. Let em come in: II divert my ſelf by laughing at 
them a little, and then ſend em about their buſineſs, like 


Fools, as they came. 


Re-enter Supple, with Capt. Strut , Sir Squabble Splithair, 
and Saunter. . 
Sir Sol. Well, Gentlemen, your buſineſs with me, I under- 


_ ſtand, is much the ſame; my conſent to your marrying my 


Kinſwoman : I ſhou'd be glad if any of you brings Preten- 
ces that I like; and ſo, if you pleaſe, Gentlemen, — one at- 
ter another; and when I have heard you all, Il give you 


my Anſwer : — And in the firſt place, what are you, Sir? 


Capt. I, Sir, am — a Man of Honour. 

Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, what's that, a Lord? | 

Capt. No, Sir, one that ſcorns to take the Lie, or pay Debts. 

Sir Sol. Humh! that's pretty near the matter, — an extra- 
ordinary Perſon. Where do you live, Sir ? 

Capt, Why, here, — and there, Sir: I'm a Man of a frank 
Nature, and am always at home. | ; 

C Sir 
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Sir Hol. Where do you ſleep anights? 
Capt. No where! I fit up every Night at the Wan; | 
and, in the Morning, — lye rough in the Round-houſe, 5 
Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, how do you ſpend your time when you 
are out of a Tavern ? 
Capt. I play Crimp Matches at Tennis , Bowls , and Pi- 
guet; and get in deſperate Debts for Young Fellows, 2 | 
dare not fight for themſelves. 
Sir Sol. Are you never run through the Body 2 
Capt. Often Sir; yet I fear nothing but a Bailiff or a Conrt- 
Marſhal. — Sir, 1 kiſs every Woman that ſmiles, and kick eve- 
ry. Man that frowns upon me: for I take both to my (elf, 


* ner they meant me, or not. 


Sir Sol. How, Sir! ſtrike before you know whether you 
are affronted, or not? 1 thought you were a Man of Honour. 
Capt. So I am, Sir, and wou d not have it ſtain d — in quar- 
relling. Delays look ſcurvily: Firſt Blows are beſt, When 
a Man looks angry upon me, and ſays any thing I don't un- 
derſtand, I knock him down; and then tis no matter whe- 
ther J underſtand him, or no. — Shall a Raſcal, becauſe he 
has read Books, talk pertly to me ? 

Sir Sol. Why, Sir, are not your Men of Honour given to 
Learnings? | 

Capt. Thoſe that think it worth their while, are; but we 
generally leave that to the Chaplain, and the Chaplain ſome- 
times lea ves it to the Agent. — Our Diſputes need but little 
reading; Blows, Blood, and Wounds, are Soldiers Argu- 
ments, Sir. 

Sir Sol, Nay, Sir, I ſha'n'c diſpute with you. — But pray, 
Sir, what can you ſettle upon my Kinſwoman ? 

Capt. My Glory, and my Sword. 

Sir Sol. A Jointure of vaſt Honour, I muſt confeſs. Pray, | 
Sir, where may your Glory lye 2 my 

Capt. In the Gazette. 

Sir Sol. And your Sword, — the Silver-hilted one, [ mean. 

Capt. At the Bewn-brokers. 

Sir Sol. And pray, Sir, why wou'd you marry ? | 

Capt. Sir, I owe above Fiftecn hundred Pound; beſide, I 
have a mind to leave off Whoring, and keep a freſh Girl to 
my ſelf. 


Sir 
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; Sir Sol. Hah! a very ſober Principle, truly, Well, Sir, ſince 
I know your Pretences, will you give me leave to talk with 
the other Gentlemen. Pray, Sir, what are you? 

Sir Su. I, Sir,—am none of your Skip-jacks, no ſpend thrift 
Courtier, nor beggarly Soldier, but a ſolid ſubſtantial Man, 
with a thinking Head, and a prudent Conſcience; that have 
liv'd theſe 20 Years in St. Magzes Pariſh, have lent my Mo- 
Sh to the Government , and owe none of my Neighbours a 
Shillin 

- Sir $r. Pray, Sir, what may be your Name? 


Sir Squ. My Name, Sir, is Sir Squable Splithair, Knight, and 


Citizen of London. 

Sir Sol. And what may be your Profeſſion, Sir. 

Sir Su. Sir, I profeſs : troth, I can hardly tell you 
what I profeſs ; z but turning of Money 15 my chief buſineſs. 
Sir, I'll make a Bargain with any Man in the City, and defy 
him to out-wit me. I have been too ſharp for every bo- 
dy I have dealt with, and have got a plentiful Eſtate by other 
Peoples Folly, and my own Induſtry. Beſide, I am a Mem- 
ber of the Old Eaſt India Company; and no Man alive will 
ever be able to tell what I'm worth. 

Sir Sol. Very likely, Sir. 


Sir Su. Sir, I live ſoberly, and mind the main chance: TI 


never {| pend an idle Penny out of Robins, or Garraway's Cof- 
fee-houſe : I Dine for a Groat at the Chop-houſe: I ſell 
by a ſhort Yard, and bring in a long Bill. 

"Sir Sol. Hah ! you are rich, no doubt, Sir. 

Sir Su. Then, Sir, I am a ſcvere Perſecutor of ill Women, 
and never let any of em ſcape the Beadle's Correction, with- 
out a valuable conſideration. 

Sir Sol. Ay, ay, you're much in the right, Sir; make em 
pay for their Wickednels, 

Sir Sau. Then I diſcountenance the Enemies of the Go- 
vernment, by encouraging them firſtto run prohibited Goods; 
and then I diſcover em, to ſhew my Loyalty. 

Sir Sol. You'll be a Great Man, Sir. 

Sir Su. Then, Sir, I am Guardian to my only Siſter ; and 


tho ſhe is (ix Years above Age, I ſtill keep her Fortune care-, 


fully in my own hands, for fear ſhe ſhou'd idly throw it a- 


way upon ſome beggarly your 3 Not but I give her, 
a go 
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a good Gentlewomanly Education ; for I have taught her ſe- 
veral Tunes, my ſelf, upon the Dulcimer z and to fave the 

charge of a Singing Maſter, I let her go once a Week, with 
her Maid, in the Upper Gallery, to learn the Songs out of 
the Opera. 

Sir Sol. Good again, Sir; why, this will certainly carry my 
Neice: Theſe are Qualities not to be reſiſted. But now, Sir, 
pray what are you willing to ſettle upon her? 

Sir $qz. Settle, Sir! why III. look you, Sir, I don't un- 
derſtand your Law: terms, and hard Words: — but! Il make 
her a happy Woman. She ſhall want for nothing: Ul ſet- 
tle a good Husband upon her ; ſhe ſhall have Money in her 
Pocket, and good Cloaths upon her Back ; ſhe ſhall have her 
youngeſt Prentice in a Blue Livery, carry her Gilt Bible be- 
fore her to Church every Sunday; ſhe ſhall wear a Gold Chain 
upon her Neck, and ſit in the great Pew next the Pulpit. 
Sir Sol. Ay! 

Sir Szu. Nay, Sir, if ſhe "leaſes my Humour, ſhe ſhall wear 
her Sunday Cloaths every day; go abroad once a Month in 


a Sedan ; go to a Goſſiping once a Quarter; and once a Year 
ſhe ſhall conſtantly Ly-in. 


Sir Sol. Hold! hold ! Sir, that, I d, is more than you 
can promiſe. 
Sir Sau. Sir, what I. fay III ſtand to; and if you doubt 
my Word, I'll give you City- ſecurity for the performance of it. 
Sir Sol. Nay, Sir, what you can't perform, there's no doubt 
but your Security will. Well, Sir ! now I have heard 
what you can do. I have but a Word or two with this 
Gentleman, and then 5 


Sir Sau. Sir, with all my heart; if you can get a better 
Bargain, take it. 


Sir Sol. Well, Sir ! now, pray, what are you? 

Saun. I, Sir! — ha, ha! I'm nothing at all, Sir. 

Sir Sol. Hah! that is not much indeed, Sir. — But pray, 
Sir, have you no Employment? 


Saur. Employment ! What do you mean, Old Gentleman, 
Joiner's Work? Sir, I'm a Gentleman. 
Sir Sol. Very good, Sir: —— And pray, what Eſtate have 
vou? | 


Saum. 1 can t tell, Sir: — - Lnever mind Accounts; don't. 
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Sir Sol. Pray, Sir, what is't you do underſtand ? 

Saun. Bite, Bam, and the beſt of the Lay, old Boy. 

Sir Sol. Hah! that's every word more than 1 underſtand, 
I muſt confeſs. Do you know nothing of the Law, Sir? 

Saun. Um! — juſt as much as I got from being often 
Arreſted. | 

Sir Sol. Do you follow no Buſineſs, Sir? 

Saun. No, Sir, I hate it; —I avoid it. — I'll make Buſineſs 
follow me; a Gentleman's above it. 4 

Sir Sol. Hah | you feem to lead a pleaſant Life, Sir. 


Saun. Yes, Sir, Pleaſure's my Principle, and I'll ſtick to it 


as long as I live. 
Sir Sol. Pray, what's your chief Diverſion ? 
| Sau. Sauntering ! — As thus, Sir, from my Lodging to the 


Smirna, thence to White's; then to the Smirna again, then 
_ to White's again; and all this while, my Chair follows me 


empty. Then I Dine, drink a Bottle, go to Will's, go behind 
the Scenes, make Love in the Green- Room, take a Benefit Tic- 
ket, ferret the Boxes, ſtraddle into the Pit; Green-Room again, 
do the ſame at both Houſes, and ſtay at neither. | 
Sir Sol. Hah! a pretty Life: Do you never ſtudy, Sir? 
Saun. Um— in a Morning a little, while my Man draws: 
on my Shoes, I hum over a Preface, or ſo : Then turn to- 
the Concluſion, and give my Judgment accordingly. — I hate 


Fatigue; a Gentleman ſnou d only have a taſte of every thing. 


Sir Sol. But do you never ſtudy your ſelf, neither? 

Saun. O yes, Sir, that Inever fail to do, at leaſt three hours 
in a Glaſs, every Morning. 

Sir Sol. Provoking Dog. LAſide.] Well, Sir, and what o- 
ther powerful Reaſons have you, to encourage my Niece's; 


coming into your Family? ; | 
Saun. Why, none ſo great, Sir, as my Family it ſelf; tis 


as antient as any in Exgland. The Sarnterer's, Sir, came in 


with King Stephen the Conqueror. And a Man of Honour, 
Sir, always values a good Family beyond Fortune. 


Sir Sol. Ay, but ſome Fools don't, Sir; and ] ſhall not bluſh: 


| to tell you, I am one of thoſe. And let me tell you, Sir, he 


that out- lives his Fortune, will have much ado ſometimes. to 
make bis Family on him. Poverty at Court, Sir, is like Wit 


in. the City, always counted illegitimate, —— Well, Geatle-- 
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men, I have heard you all: And I won't marry my Kinkwo- 
man to this Gentleman, becauſe his prudent Conſcience, as he * 
Calls it, will let him ſpend but a Penny a Day: Nor to this 
Gentleman, becauſe, as far as I find, he has not that to ſpend: 
Nor to the Noble Captain here, becauſe he ſpends more than 
he has. 
Capt. Why then, Sir, III rick to my Punck, and a Pipe of 
Mund ung us. | 
Sir == And as for Sir Squabble Splithair, — know, Sir, that 
now I won't take under a Thouſand Pound more with your 
Neice; and ſo your Friend, and Servant. 
Saum. And for me, Sir, ——— 
Sir Sol. O ſweet Mr. Nothing de | 
Saun. Know, Sir, that the Noble Family of the Saurterer's 
ſhall-never be ſtain d with the baſe Blood of a Put, Sir; and 
fo your Servant again, Sir. | [Exennt.] 
Sir Sol. Ha! ha! ha! Well, I ſee there are other Mon- 
ſters in the World beſide Cuckolds, and full as ridiculous, 
But now to my own Affairs. Ill ſtep into the Park, and ſee 
if I can meet with my hopeful Spouſe there! I warrant, en- 
gag d in ſome innocent Freedom, (as ſhe calls it) as walking 
in a Mask, to laugh at the impertinence of Fops that don't 
know her : z but tis more likely, I'm afraid, a Plot to intrigue 
with thoſe that do. Oh! How many Torments lye in the 
mall Circle of a Wedding ra ; [Exit] | 
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8 c ENE, Clarind#'s Apartment. 


Enter Clarinda, ws Sylvia. 
Ga. A! ha! ha! poor Sylvia! i 
. Sy. Nay, Baches, don't laugh at me. Theres 
no accounting for Inclination: For if there were, you know, 
why ſhou'd it © be a greater Folly in me, to fall in love with a 
Man I never ſaw but once in my Life, than tis in you to b . 
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fiſt an honeſt Gentleman, whoſe Fidelity has deſerv'd your 
Heart an hundred times over ? | 


Clar. Ay ! but an utter Stranger, Couſi n, and one, that tor 


ought you know, may be no Gentleman. 
Sylv. That's jmpoſtible : his Converſation cou'd not 55 
counterfeit. An elevated Wit, and good Breeding, have a 


natural Luſtre thats inimitable. Beſt de, he favd my Life 
at the hazard of his own; fo that part of what I give "_ 


is but Gratitude. 

Clar. Well! you are the firſt Woman that ever took fire in 
the middle of the Thames, ſure. But ſuppoſe now he's mar- 
ried, and has three or four Children! 

Sylv. Pſhah! Prithee don't teize me with 0 many ill na- 


tur d Objections; I tell you, he is not married, I am ſure he 


is not: for I never ſaw a Face look more in humour in my 
Life. — Befide, he told me himſelf, he was a Country Gentle- 
man, jaſt come to Town upon Buſineſs: And I'm reſolvd 
to believe him. 

Clar. Well! well! Il ſuppoſe you both as fit for one ano- 
| ther then as a couple of Tallies. But ſtill, my Dear, you 
know there's a ſurly old Father's Command againſt you ; he 
is in Articles to marry you to another: And though, I know, 


Love is a notable Contriver, I can't ſee how you'll get over 


that Difficulty. 
o. Tis a terrible one, I own; but with a little of thy 
affine, dear Clarinda, I am till in hopes to bring it to an 
_evn Wager , I prove as wiſe as my Father. 

Clar. Nay, you may be ſure of me: You may lee by dis 
management of my own Amours, I have ſo natural a com- 
paſſion for Diſobedience, I ſha'n't be able to refuſe you any thing 
in Diſtreſs.— There's my Hand ;—tell me how I can ſerve you. 

Sylv. Why thus: Becauſe I wou'd not wholly diſco- 
ver my ſelf to him at once, I have ſent him a Note to viſit me 
here, as if theſe Lodgings were my own. 

Clar. Hither ! to my Lodgings! "Twas well [ tent Coll. 
Standfaſt word 1 ſhou'd not be at home. [Afde.] 


Sylv. T hope you'll pardon my Freedom; ſince one end of 
my taking it too, was to have your Opinion of him, before 


Llengage any farther. 
Clar. O! it needs no Apology any thing of mine is at 
| your: 


: 
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your Service. Jam only afraid, my troubleſom Lover⸗ 


Mr. Gerimont, ſhou'd happen to ſee him, who is, of late, fo 


impertinently jealous of a oy. tho from what Cauſe I know 
not; not but I lie t 


LAlide.] I ſay, ſhou d he ſee 
bim, your Country Gentleman wou'd be in danger, I can 
tell you. 

Hv. O! there's no fear of that; for 1 1 order'd him 
to "i brought in the back-way : When 1 have talk d with 
him a little alone, I'll find an occaſion to leave him with 
you; and then we'll compare our Opinions of him. i 

Enter Servant to Clarinda. 
Serv. Madam, my Lady Sadlife. 
Sylv. Pſhah! ſhe here 


Clar. Don't be uneaſie; ſhe ſha'n't diſturb Jou: 1 Il take 
care of her. 


Baer Lady Sadlife. 

179 Sad. O my Dears, you 5 loſt the ſweeteſt Morning 
ſure, that ever peep'd out of the * : The Park ne- 
ver was in ſuch Perfection. 

Clar. Tis always fo, when your Ladyſhip's there. 

La. Sad. Tis never fo without, my dear Clarizda. 

Hlv. How civilly we Women hate one another. LAſide.] 
Was there a good deal of Company, Madam? 

La. Sad. Abundance! and the beſt I have ſeen this Seaſon: 
for twas between Twelve and One, the very hour, you know, 
when the Mob are violently hungry. O!] the Air was ſo in- 
ſpiring! ſo amorous! And to compleat the Pleaſure, I was 
attack'd in Converſation, by the moſt charming , modeſt, 


agreeably inſinuating young Fellow, ſure, that ever Woman 
play d the fool with. 


Clar. Who was it ? 


La. Sad. Nay, Hea v'n knows; his Face is as intirely new, 


as his Converſation. What wretches our young Fellows are 
to him ? 


Sylv, What ſort of a Perſon 2? 


Ga, Sad. Tall, ſtreight, well Limb'd, walk'd firm 3 z and a 
Look as chearful as a May-day Morning. 


Hl. The Picture's very like: pray Heav'n it is not my Gen- 


tlkeman's. [ Aſide. 
Car. I wiſh this don't prove my Collonel. [DAſide.] 
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$yl. How came you to part with him ſo ſoon? 
L. Sad. O Name it not! That eternal Damper of all Plea- 
ſure, my Husband Sir Solomon, came into the Mal in the ve- 
ry Crifis of our Converſation l ſa him at a diſtance, and 
complain'd that the Air grew tainted, that I was Sick oth' 
ſaddafn, and left him in ſuch abruptneſs and confuſion, as if 
he had been himſelf my Husband. | 

Clar. A melancholy Diſappointment indeed | 
I.. Sad. Oh! tis a Husband's Nature to give em. 

15 4A Servant whiſper's Sylvia, 

Sl. Deſire him to walk in——Couſin you'll be at hand. 

Clar. In the next Room Come, Madam, Sylvia has a 
little Raſineſs, I'll ſhew you ſome of the ſweeteſt, prettieſt fi- 
gur'd China. ” | T 

L. Sad. My Dear I wait on you. [| Exennt L. Sad. and Clar. 

Enter Atall, as Mr. Freeman. 

$1. You find, Sir, I have kept my word in ſeeing you, tis 
all you yet have ask'd of me, and when I know tis in my 
Power to be more obliging, there's nothing you can command 
in Honour, I ſhall refuſe you. 

At. This Generous offer, Madam, is ſo high an Obligati- 
on, that it were almoſt mean in me to ask a farther Favour 
(Death ! what a Neck ſhe has.) But 'tis a Lover's Merit to be 
2 Miſer in his Wiſhes, and graſp at all Occaſions to enrich 
em I own, I feel your Charms too ſenſibly prevail, but 
dare not give a looſe to my Ambitious Thoughts, till L have 

paſs'd one dreadful Doubt that ſhakes em. . | 
—_  $yl. If tis in my Power to clear it, ask me freely. 

At. I tremble at the Trial; and yet methinks my fears are 
vain: But yet to kill or cure em once for ever, be juſt and tell 
me; are you Married? 

Hl. If that can make you Eaſy, No. 

At. Tis Eaſe indeed nor are you Promis'd, nor your 
Heart Engag d? 15 | 

Syl. That's hard to tell you: But to be juſt, I own my Fa- 
ther has engag'd my Perſon to one I never ſaw, and my Heart 
J fear's inclining to one he never ſaw, | 
At. O yet be merciful, and eaſe my Doubt; tell me the 
| happy Man that has deſerv'd ſo exquiſite a Bleſſing, 

Hl. That, Sir, requires ſome 3 tis the only ſecret 


yet 
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yet I can refuſe you : Firſt tell me why FE ſo inquiſitive, 
without letting me know the Condition of your own Heart. 
- Ht. In every y Circumſtance my Heart's the ſame with yours; 
tis promis d to one | never ſaw, by a commandin Father, 
wo by my firm Hopes of Happineſs I am reſoly 'd to Diſo- 
bey; unlefs your Cruelty prevents it. | 
= Sy. But my Diſobedience wou'd beggar me. 
At. Baniſh that fear, I'm Heir to a Fortune, will ſupport 
you like your ſelf May I not know your F amily ? 
Hl. Vet you muſt not. 


it Why that Nicety ; 1s not it in my Power to inquire 
whoſe Houle this is, when J am gone? A 
Sl. And be ne'er the wiſer: Theſe Lodgings are a Hiends, 
and are only borrowed on this occaſion: But to ſave you the 
trouble, of any farther needleſs Queſtions, I will make you 

one Propoſal. I have a young Lady here within, who is the 
only Confident of my Engagements to you: On her Opinion 
I'rely; nor can you take it ill, if I make no farther ſteps with- 
out it: Twou'd be miſerable indeed ſhou'd we both meet Beg- 
gars. I own your Actions and Appearance merit all you can 
. defire; let her be as well ſatisfy'd of your Pretenſions and Con- 
dition, and you ſhall find it ſhan't be a little Fortune ſhall 
make me ungrateful. 


At. So generous an Offer ev'n exceeds my Hopes. 
Hl. Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 
Deſire my Couſin Clarinds to wilk in. 
- At. Ha] Clarinda ! If it ſhon'd be my Clarinda now, I'm 
in a ſweet Condition——by all that's Terrible the 92 8 be; 
this was fine ly contriv 'd of Fortune. 
Enter Clarinßd˖a. 

 Clar. Defend me! Coll. Stand faſt! She has certainly diſco- 
ver d my Affair with him, and has a mind to inſult me by an 
affected Reſignation of ber Pretenſions to bim Fl ail. 


appoint her, I won't know him. 


Sl. Coutin pray come forward; this is the Gentleman I am 
fo ch obliged to Sir, this Lady is a Relation of ae, 
and-the Perſon we were ſpeaking of. 


At. 1 ſhall be prond, Madam, to be better known among 
| any: 2 Four TIES. $7 "wwe ber. 


Car. 


if 
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| Clar. Soh! he takes the hint I ſee; and ſeems not to know 
me neither: I know not what to think perhaps ſhe's 
only Jealous of him, and had a mind that my ſeeing her En- 
gagement with him, (ſhould occaſion a breach between him 
and me Il am confounded ! I hate both him and her, 
how unconcern'd he looks! Confuſion ! he Addreſſes her be- 
fore my Face. [46 de. 

Lady Sadlife peeping in. 

L. Sad. What do ! deb The pleaſant young Fellow that 
talkt with me in the Park juſt now! This 1s the luckieſt Acci- 
dent! I muſt know a little more of hin. | | Retares, 

Hl. Couſin, and Mr. Freeman I think I nced not 
cooks any Apology you both know the occaſion of my 
leaving you together- in a Quarter of an Hour I'll wait 
on you again. [ Exit Syl. 

At. So, I'm in a hopeful way now, Faith; but Buff's the 
word: Ill ſtand it. 

Clar. Mr. Freeman! So my Gentleman has chang'd his Name 
too! How harmleſs he looks [ have my Senſes ſure, 
and yet the Demureneſs of that Face, looks as if he had a 
mind to perſuade me out of em. I cou'd find in my Heart to 
humour his Aſſurance, and ſee how far he'll carry it 
won't you pleaſe to Sit, Sir? ( They Sie. 

At. What the Devil can this mean ? — ſure ſhe has 
a mind to Counterface me, and not know me too 
with all my Heart: If her Ladyſhip won't know me, I'm ſure 
tis not my buſineſs at this time to know her. 

Clar. Certainly that Face is Cannon Proof. [Ate 
At. Now for a formal Speech, as if I had never ſeen her 
in my Life before—Madam—a hem! Madam I—a hem! 

Clar. Curſe of that ſteddy Face. | [ Afde. 

At. I ſay, Madam, fince I am an utter Stranger to you, I 


am afraid it will be very difficult for me to offer you more Ars - © 


guments than one to do me a Friendſhip with your Couſin 
bat if you are, as ſhe ſeems to own you, her real Friend, 't 
preſume you can't give her a better Proof of your being ſo, 
than in pleading the Cauſe of a ſincere and humble Lover, 
whoſe tender Wiſhes never can propoſe to taſte of Peace in 


Life without her. | 
Ar. Umh! Tm choakt. | DL Aſde. 
D 2 | % e At. 
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Ar. She gave me Hopes, that when I had fatisfyed you of 


my Birth and Fortune, you wou'd do me the Honour to let me 


know her Name and Family. 
Clar. Sir, I muſt own you are the moſt perfect Maſter of 


your Art, that ever enter'd the Liſts of Aſſurance. 


Ar. Madam! 

Car. And ! don t doubt but you will find it a much eaſier 
task to impoſe upon my Couſin, than me. 

At. Impoſe, Madam! I ſhou d be ſorry any thing I have 
ſaid cou'd diſoblige you into ſuch hard Thoughts of me: Sure, 
Madam, you are under ſome miſinformation. 

Clar. I was indeed, but now my Eyes are open for till 
this Minute I never knew that the Gay Coll. Stand faſt, was the 


Demure Mr. Freeman. 


At. Coll. Stand faſt! This is extremely dark, Madam. 
Clar. This Jeſt is tedious, Sir——Impudence grows dull, 


when tis ſo very Extravagant. 
At. Madam, Iam a Gentleman but not yet wiſe ng 


I find to account for the Humours of a fine Lady. 


Clar. Troth, Sir, on ſecond Thoughts I begin to be a little 
better reconcil'd to your Aſſurance; tis in ſome ſort Modeſty 
to deny your ſelf; for to own your Perjuries to my Face, had 
been an Inſolence tranſcendently provoking. 

At. Really, Madam, my not being able to Apprehend one 
word of all this, is a great inconvenience to my Affair with 


your Couſin : But if you will firſt do me the Honour to make 


me acquainted with her Name and Family ; I don't much care 
if I do take a 250 pains afterwards to come to a right under- 


ſtanding with yo i 


Clar. Come | . ſince you ſee this Aſſurance will do you 
no good, you had better put on a ſimple honeſt look, od ge- 
nerouſly confeſs your Frailties: The ſame ſlyneſs that deceiy d 


me firſt, will till find me Woman enough to pardon you. 


At. That bite won't do. [ Afide.} Sure, Madam, you mi- 


take me ſor ſome other Perſon ! 
Clar. Infolent } Audacious Villain! I am not to have my 
Senſes. then! 


Clar. And you are wlbtives to dend it to 1 aft! 
4. The laſt Extremity.. [Afade. 
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Clar. Well, Sir, ſince you won't know your ſelf, tis poſſi- 
ble at leaſt you, may have ſome ſmall Acquaintance with the 
Perſon I take you for: It can do you no harm, I preſume, to 
own you know Collonel Srardfaſt. . 
At. By all that's binding I know no more of him, than you. 
know of me. £2 
Clar. If you know as much tis enough. 


: At. Never ſaw or heard of any ſuch. Perſon, ſince I was. 
orn. | 
Clar. Nay! that's hard! And I muſt tell you, Sir, ſince you 
will own nothing to me, I'll own ſomething to my Couſin for 
you: III take care ſhe ſhall know you perfectly. 98 
At. Be not ſo barbarous, Madam, without a cauſe to miſ- 
repreſent me, where my Soul moſt Languiſhes to be clearly 
known: Upon my Knees I beg you do not in a raſh Error of 
my Perſon ſs Apparent, blindly ruine me with the only Crea- 
ture in whom my humble Heart has treaſur'd up its future 
hopes of Happineſs. | | | 
Clar. Poor little Malice, you think this ſtings me now; but 
you ſhall find 'm not ſo little Miſtreſs of my Heart, but I 
can ſtill recall it and fince you are ſo much. a ſtranger to. 
Coll. Stand faſt, I'll. tell you where to find him, and tell him 
this from me; I hate him, ſcorn, deteſt, and loath him: F 
never meant him but at beſt for my Diverſion, and ſhou'd he 
ever renew his dull Addreſſes to me, I'll have him us'd as his 
vain Inſolence deſerves. Now, Sir, I have no more to ſay, 
and l deſire. you wou'd leave the Houſe immediately. | 
At. I wou'd not willingly diſoblige you, Madam, but tis 
impoſſible to ſtir till I have (een your Couſin, and clear d my 
ſelf of theſe ſtrange Aſperſions. | 
(Jar. Don't flatter your ſelf, Sir, with ſo vain a hope, for 

I muſt tell you once for all, you've ſeen the laſt of her: And 
if you won't be gone, you'll oblige me to have you forc:d away. 
At. Vil be even with you. : Ile. 
Well, Madam, fince I find nothing can prevail upon your. 
cruelty, I'll take my leave; But as you hope for Juſtice. an the 
Man that wrongs you, at. leaſt. be faithful to your lovely 
Friend. And when you have nam'd to her my utmoſt Guilt, 
yet paint my Paſſion as it is, fincere. Tell her what Tortures. 
I endur'd in this ſevere Excluſion from her fight, that till my. 

FS, : | Innocence. 


| 
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Innocence is clear to her, and ſhe again receives me into Mercy, 

A mad Man's Frenzy's Heav'n to what I feel; 
The Wounds you give, tis ſhe alone can Heal. ¶ Exit. 
Clar. Moſt abandon d Impudence! And yet] know not which 
vexes me moſt, his outfacing my Senſes, or his inſolent own- 
ing his Paſſion for my Couſin to my Face: Tis impoſſible ſhe 
cou d put him upon this, it muſt be all his own, but be it as it 
will, by all that's Woman Il have Revenge. (Ex. 
Re- enter Atall and Sadlife at the other fille. 
At. Hey day! is there no way down Stairs here? Death! 
I can't find my way out! This is the oddeſt Houſe. 


L. Sad. Here he is ———[l venture to paſs by him. 
At. Pray, Madam, which is the neareſt way out ? 
L.. Sad. Sir! out a i 


At. O my Stars! ist you, Madam? This 1s Fortunate in- 
ced————T beg you tell me, do you live here, Madam? 

L. Sad. Not very far off, Sir: But this is no place to talk 
with you alone indeed I muſt beg your Pardon. 

At. By all thoſe kindling Charms that fire my Soul, no Con- 

ſequence on Earth ſhall make me quit my hold, till you've gi- 
ven me ſome kind Aſſurance that I ſhall ſee you again, and 
ſpeedily : I gad I'll have one out of the Family at leaſt. 

L. Sad. O good, here's Company? | a 
At. O do not rack me with delays, but quick, before this 
dear ſhortliv'd opportunity's loſt, inform me where you live, 
or kill me: To part with this ſoft white Hand's ten thouſand 


Daggers to my Heart. [Kiſſer it eagerly. 
L. Sad. O lud! I am going home this minute: And it you 
ſhou d offer to dog my Chair, I proteſt I ——— was ever ſuch 

Uſage Lord ſure! oh Follow me down 
REG Brennt. 


then. r 

Ec. Re-enter Clarinda, and Sylvia. 
Hl. Ha! ha! hat ITS, 

Oar. Nay, you may laugh, Madam, but what I tell you is 
— > -. | 1 

Syl: Ha! ha! ha! = 

Clar. You don't believe me then. „ 
Sy. I do believe, that when ſome Women are inclin'd to 
like a Man, nothing more palpably diſcovers it, than their 
| ratling at him; ba! ha! —Your Pardon, Couſin; you know _=_ | 
taughdat me juſt now upon the ſame occaſion, Char. 
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U.. The Occaſion's quite different, Madam; I hate him. 
And, once more I tell you, he's a Villain; 5 you re impos'd on. 
He's a Collonel of Foot, his Regiment's now in pain, and his 
Name's Stand faſt. 
Sl. But pray, good Couſin, whence had you this Intelli 
gence? of him? 
Clay. From the ſame place that you. had your falſe Ac-- 

count, Madam, his own Mouth. 

Hl. Ay | pray when! 

Clar. This Day ſeven- night. 

Hl. Where? 

Oo In the next Room: 

Ol. How came you to ſee him there > 
Clar. Becauſe there was Company in this. 
Syl. What was his buſineſs with you? 
Clar. Much about the ſame, as his buſineſs with you—Love.. 
Sl. Love! to you! 

(lar. Me, Madam! Lord! What am 12 Old j or a Monſter! 
Is it ſo prodigious, that a Man ſhou d like me? 

Syl. No! but Tm amaz d to think, if he had lik d you, he 
ſhow d leave you ſo ſoon, for me 
Clar. For you! leave me! For you! No, Madam, I did: 
not tell you that neither! Ha! ha! 

Syl. No! What made you lo violently angry with him then? 
Indeed, Coutfin, you had better take ſome other fairer way; 
this Artifice is much too weak to make me break with him. 
But, however, to let you ſee Ican be ſtill a Friend; prove him 
to be, what you ſay he is, and my Engagements with him 

ſhall ſoon be over. 

Clar. Look you, Madam, not but 1 {light the tend reſt of his 
Addreſſes: but, to convince you, that my Vanity. was not mi- 
ſtaken in him, I'll write to him by the Name of Collonel Stand- 
faſt, and do you the ſame by that of Freeman; and let's each 
appoint him to meet us at my Lady Sadlife's at the ſame time: 
if theſe appear two different Men, I think our Diſpute's eaſily. 
at an end; if but one, and he does not own all I've ſaid of 
him to your Face; I'll make you a very humble Curtſie, and 
beg your Pardon. | 

H. And if be does own it, I'll make your Ladyſhip. the 
lame Reverence, and beg yours. 

Enter 
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£4 Enter Clerimont. 
| Oar. Pſhah 1 he here! | 
Ger. Lam glad to find you in ſuch good n Madam. 
Clar. One's ſeldom long in good Company, Sir. 
Cler. I am ſorry Men has been ſo troubleſome, of late; but 
I value your Eaſe at too high a rate, to diſturb it. : 
Sl. Nay, Mr. Clerimont, upon my word, you ſha'n't ſtir. 
Hark you [Whiſpers.] Your Pardon, Couſin, 
 Clar, [muſt not loſe him neither, — Mr. Clerimont's way, is 
to be ſevere in his Conſtruction of Peoples meaning. 
Sl. Tl write my Letter, and be with you, Couſin. [Ex.] 
Cler. It was always my Principle, Madam, to have an hum- 
ble Opinion of my Merit; when a Woman of ſenſe frowns 
upon me, I ought to think I deſerve it. 
' Clar. But to expect to be always receiv'd with a smile, 1 
think, is having a very extraordinary Opinion of one's Merit. 
Cler. We differ a little as to Fact, Madam: For theſe4en Days 
paſt, I have had no Diſtinction, but a ſevere Reſery'dnels, 
Lou did not uſe to be ſo ſparing of your good Humour; and 
While 1 ſee you Gay to all the World but 8 I can't but be 
2 little concern'd at the Change. 
Clar. If he has diſcover'd the Colonel now, I'm undone! 
- he cou'd not meet him, ſure. I muſt humour him a little. 
| [Apadel Men of your ſincere Temper, Mr. Clerimont, I own, 
don't always meet with the Uſage they deſerve: but Women 
are giddy things; and had we no Errors to anſwer for, the 
Uſe of Good Nature in a Lover wou'd be loſt. Vanity is our 
- znherent Weakneſs: You muſt not chide, if we are ſome- 
times fonder of your Paſſions, than your Prudence. 
Ger. This friendly Condeſcention makes me more your 
Slave than ever. O! yet be kind, and tell me, Have I been 
tortur'd with a groundleſs Jealouſic ? | 
* - Clar. Let your own Heart be Judge. But don't take it ill 
; if Leave you now: I have — earneſt buſineſs with my 
Couſin Sylvia. But to night, at my — Dainty's, V1! make 
pp aer f you'll be there. : 
Cler. I need not promiſe you. 5 
Clar. Your Servant. — Ah! How eaſily is poor Sincerity 1 
impos d on. Now for the Collonel. Lahe L.] 


* 
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Cler. This unexpected change of Humour more ſtirs my Jea- 
louſie than all her late Severity,——T'l] watch her cloſe. 


Grves more ſuſpicion of her guilty Mind, 


For ſhe that from « juſt Reproach 1s kizd. __ 
And throws ber Smiles, like Duſt, to ſtrike the Lover 8 


. 


* 


e 
SCENE, Lad) Daiaty's Apartment : A Table, with 
Viols, Gallipots, Glaſſes, &c. 


Loady Dainty, and Situp her Womar. 
L. D. Cin S IR 
| | Sit. Madam! - 1 
L. D. Thoo art ſtrangely flow ; I told thee the Hartſborn ! 
I have the Vapours to that degree | 35 
Sit. If your Ladyſhip woud take my Advice, you ſhou'd 
ev'n fling your Phyſick out Of the Window; if you were not 
in perfect Health in three Days, I'd be bound to be ſick for you. 
L. D. Peace, good Impertinence! I tell thee, no Woman of 
Quality is, or ſhou'd be in perfect Health. Huh! huh! 
[ Conghs faintly.) To be always in Health, is as vulgar as to be 
always in Humour, and wou'd equally betray one's want of 
Wit, and Breeding ; tis only fit for the clumſie (tate of a Citizen. 
Al am ready to faint under the very Idea of ſuch a barbarous 
Life. Where are the Fellows? 
Sit. Here, Madam. [ Enter two Foot men.] 
I. D. Cæſar! —runto my Lady Roundſides; defire to know 
how ſhe reſted; and tell her, the violence of my Cold is a- 
bated; Heh! hub ! Pompey, Step you to my Lady Killchair- 
man's; give my Service; ſay, I have been ſoembarraſs'd with 
the Spleen all this Morning, that-I am under the greateſt Un- 
certainty in-the World, whether I ſhall be able to ſtir out, or 
no. ---- And, d'ye hear! deſire to know how my Lord does, 
and the new Moukey. 2 I 
Sit. In my Conſcience, theſe great Ladies make themſelves 
ſick to make themſelves buſineſs; and are well, or ill, only in 
Ceremony to one another. 1 455 | 
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for my part. - 


— 1 — 


I. D. Where's t'other Fellow? 
Sit. He is not return'd yet, Madam. 1 
L. D. Tis indeed a ſtrange Lump, not fit to carry a Diſeaſe 


to any body: I ſent him rother Day to the Dutcheſs of Dier- 


drink, with the Cholick, and the Brute put it into his own Va- 
montane Language, and call'd it the Belly-Ach; — Never was 


Creature under ſuch Confuſion, ſure ! At my next Viſit, half the 


4 
o 


Company ſaluted me upon it. — I was forc'd to explain the 
Booby's meaning, leſt they ſhou'd have ſuppos'd the delicacy 
of my Conſtitution capable of ſo vulgar a Diſeaſe : --- A huh! 
huh! gk | | 

Sit. I wiſh your Ladyſhip had not occaſion to fend for any, 


L. D. Thy part!— Prethee! thou wert made of the rough 


Maſculine kind; — tis betraying our Sex not to be ſickly, and 


tender. — All the Families I viſit, have ſomething deriv'd to 


em, from the elegant nice ſtate of Indiſpoſition; you ſee, ev'n 
in the Men, a genteel (as it were) ſtagger, or twine of the Bo- 


dies; as if they were not yet confirm'd enough for the rough 
laborious Exerciſe of Walking, a lazy Saunter in their Mo- 
tion, ſomething ſo Quality! and their Voices ſo ſoft, and low, 
you'd think they were falling aſleep, they are ſo very delicate, 
St. But methinks, Madam, it wou'd be better, if the Men 


were not altogether ſo tender. 


L. D. Indeed, I have ſometimes wiſh'd the Creatures were 
not, but that the niceneſs of their Frame fo much diſtinguiſhes 


*em from the Herd of common People : Nay, ev'n moſt of 
their Diſeaſes, you ſee, are not prophan'd by the Crowd: 


The Apoplexy, the Gout, and Vapours, are all peculiar to the 
Nobility. — Huh | huh! and I cou d almoſt wiſh, that Colds 
were only ours; — there's ſomething in em ſo genteel, — 
fo agreeably diſordering. Huh! hub ! 

Sit. That, I hope, I ſhall never be fit for em. Your 
Ladyſhip forgot the Spleen. 


L. D. Oh !— my dear Spleen, — I grudge That even to ſome 
of Us, | | | 
Sir. I knew an Ironmonger's Wife in the City, that was 
mightily troubled with it. 5 . 
L. D. Foh! What a Creature haſt thou nam'd ? An Iron- 
Wonger's Wife have the Spleen ! Thou mightſt as well have 
1 faid, 
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ſaid, her Husband was a fine Gentleman; not but thoſe Wretches 
give themſelves the Air of following us in every thing, they 
Dreſs, Gaine, Viſit, hate their Husbands, keep Chaplains, and 
go on, as far as ſimple Nature can: But then the Creatures 
are ſo fond of Noiſe, and Merry-making, that the delicacy 
of the Spleen can't bear their Barbarity ; and, therefore, never 
does em the honour to viſit em. I profeſs ——— I feel it, 
while I commend it. Give me ſomething. | 

Sit. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to take any of the Sree} Drops, 
or the Bolus, or the Electuary, or | 
LI. D. This Wench will ſmother me with Queſtions, —— 
buh ! hub! Bring any of 'em.——Thele healthy Sluts are ſo 
boiſterous, they ſplit one's Brains: I fancy my ſelf in an Ian, - 
while ſhe talks to me. — I muſt have ſome decay'd Per- 
{on of Quality about me: For the Commons of England are 
the ſtrangeſt Creatures, huh! huh! 

. | Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mrs. Sylvia, Madam, is come to wait upon your Ladyſhip. 

L. D. Deſire her to walk in; let the Phyſick alone — 
I'll take a little of her Company; ſhe's mighty good for the 
Spleen, 


Enter Sylvia. 
Hl. Dear Lady Dainty / | 
I. D. My good Creature, I'm over-joy'd to ſee you 
Huh ! huh! | Wy | 

Hl. I am ſorry to ſee your Ladyſhip wrapt up thus: I was 
in hopes to have had your company to the Indian Houſe. 

L. D. If any thing cou'd tempt me abroad, 'twou'd be that 
Place, and ſuch agreeable Company : but how came you, dear 
Sylvia, to bereconcil'd to any thing in an India Houſe : Lou 
us'd to have a moſt barbarous inclination for our own odious 

Manufactur es. : 

Sl. Nay, Madam, I am only going to recruit my Tea Table + 
As to the reſt of their Trumpery, I am as much out of hu- 
mour with it as ever, 

L. D. How can a Woman of Taſte, as you are, be pleas d 
with any thing that's common : There is a peculiar Air in 
every thing that's foreign. | 

Sl. I fancy your Ladyſhip hates your own Country, as ſome 


Women do their Husbands, only for being too near em. 
E 2 L. N. 
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I. D. And is not that a very good Reaſon? For, don't 
you find, it holds from moſt Husbands to their Wives too: 
I hate any thing that's to be had, like a Pound of Sugar at 
every Grocer's: I am ready to ſwoon at the fulſom Shops 
upon Ludgate-hill ; and wou'd no more have my Equipage in 
an Engliſh Dreſs, than of an Engliſh Birth, or Education. 
-$y/. Now, I think, our own Habits, and Servants, are as 
proper and uſeful as any. | 
I. D. Uſcful! O deplorable! What a Trade's-man Rea- 
ſan, my Dear, do you give! How inſipid wou'd Life be, if 
we had nothing about us but what was neceſſary > Can you 
ſuppoſe ſo many Women of Quality wou'd run mad after 
Monkeys, Squirrels, Paroqueets, Dutch Dogs, and Eunuchs, 
but that they are of no manner of uſe in the World ? 
Hl. Now, for that Reaſon, I like none of em all. 

„D. How! Why, are not you ſtruck with the Magnifi- 
cence of a foreign Equipage ? as Swiſs Porters, French Cooks 
and Footmen, Italian Singers, Turkiſh Coach-men, and In- 
dian Pages? N 

Hl. Very Geographical indeed. 

D. Does not my Lord Outſides touch you? 

$zl. It did furprize me at firſt, Town : For his frightful 
Blackamore Coach- man, with his Flat-noſe, and great Silver 
Collar, made me fancy, they had dreſs'd up a Dutch Maſtiff, 
and I expected every minute to hear him bark at his Horſes. - 
I. D. Well, thou art a pleaſant Creature, thy diſtaſt is ſo 
diverting | 4 & . 

Hl. And your Ladyſbip is ſo expenſive, that really I am 
not able to come into it. | 
I. D. Now, tis to me prodigious ! how ſome Women can 
muddle away their Money upon Houſwifry, Children, Books, 
and Charities, when there are ſo many well-bred Ways, and 
foreign Curioſities, that more elegantly require it. I have 
every Morning the Rarities of all Countries brought to me, 
and am in love with every New thing I ſee. Are the 
People come yet, Situp? 

Sit. They have been below, Madam, this half hour. 

I. D. Diſpoſe em in the Parlour, and we'll be there pre- 
fently. PE. 4, Ex. Sit. 

Sy. How can your Ladyſhip take ſuch pleaſure in being 
cheated with the Bawblcs of other Countries? L. D. 
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L. D. Thou art a very Infidel to all Fi inery. 

Syl. And you a very Bigot. 

4 D. A Perſon of all Reaſon, and no Complaiſance. 

Hl. And your Ladyſhip all Complaiſance, and no Reaſon, 

I. D. Follow me, and be converted. [ Exennt. 
Re-enter Sittup, 4 WVoman with China-Ware : ; an Indian Mar, 

_ a mg Tea, &c. 4 Bird-man, with a Faraquet, Mon- 

C | 

= Come! come into this Room. 

Chin, V. I hope your Ladyſhip's Lady wo'n't be long a co- 
min 

2 I don't care if ſhe never comes to you. — It ſeems you 
trade with the Ladies for old Cloaths, and give em China for 
their Gowns, and Petticoats. I'm like to have a fine time 
on't with ſuch Creatures, as vou indeed. 

Chi. Alas! Madam, I'm but a poor Woman, and am fore d 
to do any thing to live: Will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd to 
accept of a piece of China s 

Sitt. Puh! no; — I don't care. — Tho I muſt needs fay, 
you look like an honeſt Woman. [Looks on it. 

Chi. Thank you, good Madam. 

Git. Our Places are like to come to a fine paſs indeed, if 
our Ladies mult buy their China with our Perquilites: At this 
rate, my Lady ſha'n't have an old Fan, or a Glove, but . 

Chi. Pray, Madam, take it. 

Sitt. No, not I; I won't have it, eſpecially without a Sau- 
cer tot. Here, take it again. 

Chi. Indeed, you ſhall ws of it. 

Sitt. Not 1, truly. Come, give it me, give it me z 
here's my Lady. 

Enter Lady Dainty, and Sylvia. 

L. D. Well, my Do. is not this a pretty ſight now? 

Sl. It's better than ſo many Doctors and Apothecaries, in- 
deed. 

L. D. All Trades muſt live you know, and thoſe no more 
than theſe cou'd ſubſiſt, if the World were all Wiſe, or 
Healthy: 

Sy. I'm afraid our real Diſcaſes are but few to our Imagi- 
ry, and Doctors get more by the ſound than the ſickly. 

L. D. My Dear, you 're. allow a. to ſay any thing —— but: 1 

now. 
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noa Gulint, 


now I muſt talk with the People. Have you got any thing 
new there? 
. Chi. | 7 
. 5 And pleaſe your Ladyſhip. 
Bird. 
IL. D. One at once=—— — 
Bird. IL have brought your Ladyſhip the fineſt Monkey 
Hl. What a filthy thing it is. 
L D. Now I think he looks very Humerous and agreea- 


ble—1 vow in a white Perriwig be might do miſchief; 


cou'd he but Talk, and take Snuff, there's ne er a Fop in Town 
wou'd go beyond him. 

Sy. Moſt Fops wou d go farther if they did not ſpeak ; 
but't talking indeed, makes 'em very often worſe Company than 


Monkeys. 


L. D. Thou pretty little picture of Man 


dian he looks ! I cou'd kiſs the dear Creature. 


Hl. Ah! Don't touch him, he'll bite. 

Bird. No, Madam, he is the tameſt you ever ſaw, and the 
leaſt miſchievous. 

L. D. Then take him away, I won't have him, for Miſchief 
is the Wit of a Monkey, and I wou'd not give a Farthing for 
one, that wou'd not break me three or four Pounds worth of 
China in a Morning. OI am in love with theſe Indian Fi- 
gures do but obferve what an innocent natural ſimplicity 
there is in all the Actions of m. 

Chi. Theſe are Pagods, Madam, that the Izdiars Worſhip, 

L. D. So far I am an Iadian. 

Hl. Now to me they are all Monſters. 

L. D. Prophane Creature I wou'd fain buy ſomething 


of the Armenians; but Amber Necklaces are ſuch odd things; 


they are the only People that come fo far, and bring no Ra- 
Tities with 'em——oh ! Here Sittup ſhall wear one. 

Sztt. Lord! Dear Madam, I ſhall make ſuch a Figure, 
People will think I am going to Dine with my Lady 
Mayoreſs. 

Chi. Is your Ladyſhip for a piece of Right Flanders Lace. 

L. D. um — no, I don't care for it now it is not Pro- 


. Jud. | 


hibired, 


how very I- 
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ud. Will your Ladyſhip be pleas d to have a Pound of fine 
Tea? 

L. D. What filthy odious Bohea, I ſuppoſe. 

Ind. No, Madam, right K appakawawa. 

L. D. Well, there's ſomething in the very ſound of that 
Name, that makes it irreſiſtable What ist a Pound? 

Lud. But fix Guineas, Madam. 

L. D. How infinitely Cheap? I'll buy it all. Sup, take 


the Man in, and pay him, 01 let the reſt call again to mor- 


row? 

Ounes. Bleſs your Ladyſhip. [Ex. Chi. Ind. Arm. and Bird. 

L. D. Lord! how Feavouriſh Lam the leaſt motion 
does ſo diſorder me do but feel me. 

Hl. No really, I think you are in very good Temper. 

L. D. Burning, indeed Child. 

Enter Servant, Doctor, and Apothecary. 

\ EY Madam, here's Doctor Bolus, and the Apothecary. 

L. D. Oh? Doctor, I'm glad you're come, one is not ſure of | 
a moment's Life without you. 

Dr. How did your Ladyſhip reſt, Madam. | Feels her Pulſe. 

L. D. Never worſe, indeed Doctor: I once fell into a lit- 
tle ſlumber indeed, but then was diſturb d by the moſt odious 
frigbtful Dream: 1 dreamt there was an impudent Fellow, 
that came into my Chamber with his Sword drawn, and ſwore 
he wou'd marry me whether I wou'd or no; and fo methought 
I-lew out of the Room, and the horrid Creature purſued me 
to a vaſt great Thorny Wood, and the Briars did ſo ſtick in 
my Cloaths, and I pulFd, and was ſo out of Breath; and then 
methought upon a ſudden, he chang d into a great roaring - 
mad Bull, and then methought I ran, and ran, and ran, and 
my Legs did ſo ach, that if the fright had not waken'd me, I 
had certainly periſh'd in my ſleep with the Apprehenſion. 

Dr. Acertain ſign of a diſorder'd Brain, Madam, but III 
order fomething that ſhall compoſe your Ladyſhip. 

I.. D. Mr. Rubarb 1 muſt quarrel with you—you don't diſ- 
guiſe your Medicines enough, they taſte all Phyſick, in a little 
time you'll bring me to take plain Jalap. Huh! huh! | 

Rub. To alter it more might offend the Operation, Madam, 

L. D. I don't care what is offended, fo my Taſte is not. 

Dr. Hark you, Mr. Rhubarb, withdraw the Medicine, ra- 
2. ther- 


_— 
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ther than not make it pleaſant, Fil find a reaſon for the want 


of its Operation. 


Rub. But, Sir, if we don t look about 1 us ſhe 1 gon well up- 
on our Hands. 

| Dy. Never fear that, ſhe's too much a Won of Quality 
to dare to be well without her Doctor's Opinion. 

Rub. Sir, we have drain d the whole Catalogue of Diſeaſes 
already, there is not another left to put in her Head. 

Dr. Then Ill make her go em over again. 

Euter Careleſs. 

Care. So! here's the Old Levee | Doctor and Apothecary i in 
cloſe Conſultation: Now will Ldemolliſh the Quack and his 
' Medicines before her Face Mr Rhubarb, your Servant, | 
pray what have you got in your Hand there? a 
Rub. Only a Julep, and 9 Draught for my Lady 
Sir. 

Care. Have you ſo, Sir, pray let me ſee I'll pre- 


ſcribe to day — Doctor you may go— the Lady ſhall take no 
Phyſick at preſent but me. 


Dr. Sir 
Care. Nay, if you won't believe me — {| Breaks the Nola. 


L. D. Ah! [_Erighted, and leaning upon Sy). 
Dr. Come away Mr. Nhubarb, he'll certainly put 


| her out of Order, and then ſhe'll ſend for us again. 


[Exit Doctor and Apoth. 

Care. You ſee, Madam, what pains] take to come into your 
Favour. "| 

LD. Youtakea very prepoſterous way, I can tell you, Sir. 

Care. I can't tell how I ſucceed, but I am ſure I endeavour 
right, for 1 ſtudy every Morning new Impertinence to entertain 
you: For fincel find nothing but Dogs, Doctors, and Mon- 
keys are your Favourites, its very hard if your Ladyſbi p won't 
admit me as one of the Number. 

L. D. When ] find you of an equal Merit with my Monkey, 
you ſhall be in the ſame State of Favour : I confeſs, as a proof 
of your Wit, you have done me as much mi :ſchicf here: But 
vou have not half Pugg's Judgment, nor his Spirit: For that 
Creature will do a World of pleaſant things, without caring 
whether one likes 'em or not. 

Care, Why pay Madam, the little Gentleman my Rival, I 


believe, 


- 


the Sick Lady's Cure. 
believe is much in the right on't; and if you obſerve, I have 
taken as much pains of late to diſoblige, as to pleaſe you. 


— 


I. D. You ſucceed better in one than tother Ican tell you, Sir. 


Care. I am glad on't for if you had not me now and then 
to plague you, what wou'd you do for a pretence to be Cha- 
green, to faint, have the Spleen, the Vapours, and all thoſe 
modiſh Diſorders, that ſo nicely diftingniſ a Woman of Qua- 
lity? 

L. D. I am perfectly confounded ! certainly there are ſome 
People too Impudent for our Reſentment. 

Care. Modeſty's a ſtarving Virtue, Madam, an Old Thread- 
bare Faſhion of the laſt Age, and wou'd fit as odly upon a 
Lover now, as a Pik d Beard and Muſtachoes. 

L. D. Moſt Aſtoniſhing ! 


Care. I have try'd ſighing and looking filly a great ella: 


but 'twou'd not do nay, had you had as little Wit as 
good Nature, ſhou d have proceeded to Dance and Sing 


Tell me but how, what Face, or Form can Worlbip you, ack 


- behold your'Votary. 

I. D. Not, Sir, as the Perfans do the Sun, with your Face 

towards me: The beſt Proof you can give me of your horrid 

Devotion, is never to fee me more. Come my Dear. 
Exit with Sylvia. 

'Syl. I'm amaz'd ſo mach Aſſurance ſhou'd not ſucceed. [Ex. 


Core. All this ſhan't make me out of love with my Virtue---- 


Impudence has ever been a ſucceſsful Quality and *twou'd 


be hard indeed if I ſhou'd be the firſt that did not thrive 
by it. S=:*-:- © of Bak 


SCEN E, Clerimont's Lodgings. 


Enter Atall, and Finder his Man. 
At. You are ſure you know the Houſe again? | 
Fin. Ah! as well as I do the Upper Gallery, Ar: Tis Sir 
Solomon Sadlife's at the Two Glaſs Lanthorns, within three 
Doors of my Lord Dukes. 
At. Very well, Sir, then take this Letter, inquire for my 
Lady Sadlife's Woman, and ſtay for an Anſwer. 


Fiz, Yes, Sir. Exit. 


tr. Well, L find tis as ridiculous to propoſe-pleaſure in 
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Love without variety of Miſtreſſes, as to ail to be a keen 
- Sportſman without a good Stable of Horſes: We may talk 
what we will, but I ſay we Love, as we. Hunt for Pleaſure, 
and he's likelieſt to ſee moſt of the Sport I'm ſure, that has a 
good Lead Nag in the Field: How this Lady may provel can't 
tell, but if ſhe is not a Deedy Tit at the bottom, I'm no Jockey. 
Re-enter Finder, 
Fin. Sir, here are two Letters for you. 
At. Who brought em? | 
Fin. A couple N Footmen, and they both defire an FIR 
At. Bid em ſtay, and do you make haſte whereI order d you. 


Fin. Les, Sir. Exit. 
At. To Coll. Stand faſt that 5 Clarinda's Hand 
to Mr. Freeman ——— that muſt be my Incognita. Ah! I have 


moſt mind to open this firſt : But if tother malicious Creature 
ſhou d have perverted her growing Inclinations to me, twou d 
put my whole Frame in a Trembling. Hold, TIl gueſs my 
Fate by degrees this may give me a glimpſe of it. [Reads 

Clar. Letter, ] Um — um — um — ha! To meet her at my Lady 
Sadlife's at Sever aClock to Night, and takes no manner of no- 
tice of my late diſowning my ſelf to her — ſomething's at 
the bottom of all this now to ſolve the Riddle [ Reads 
other Leiter.] My Couſin Clarinda has told ſome things of you, 
that very much allarms me; but I am willing to ſuſpend my be- 


lief of em, till I ſee you, " which T defi ire may be at my Lady 
Sadlife's at Sever this Evening. £ 


The Devil! the ſame place! 


As you value the real Friendſhip of your Incognita. 


So now the Riddle's out, the Rival Queens are fairly come 


to a Reference, and one, or both of em I muſt loſe, that's 
Politive! hard! 


Enter Clerimont. | 
Hard Fortune ! Now poor Impudence what will become of 
thee? O Clerimront ] Such a Complication of Adventures ſince 
. Haw thee, ſuch ſweet Hopes, Fears, and unaccountable Diffi- 
culties, ſure never poor Dog was ſurrounded with. 


Cler. O you are an induſtrious Perfon, you'll get over em. 
But pray let's hear. 


To begin then in the Climax of my Misfortunes, in the firſt 
place , the e Lodging that my Incognita appointed to 


receive 


the: Sick Lachs Canto 3 


receive me in, prov d to be the very individual Habitation of 

my other Miſtreſs, whom (to compleat the blunder of my ill 

luck) ſhe civilly introduc'd in Perſon to Recommend me to 
her better Acquaintance. 

Cler. Ha! ha! Death! how cou'd you ſtand em both to- 

gether? 

At. The old way Buff I ſtuck like a Burr to my 
Name of Freeman, addreſs'd my Incognita before the other's 
Face, and with a moſt unmov'd good breeding, harmleſly fac d 
her down, L had never ſeen her in my Life before. 

Cler. The prettieſt Modeſty I ever heard of: Well, but how 
did they diſcover you at laſt? 

At. WhyfFaith the Matter's yet in ſuſpence; and I find by both 

their Letters, that they don't yet well know what to think: 


(but to go on with my Luck) you muſt know they have ſince 


both appointed me, by ſeveral Names, to meet 'em at one and 
the ſame Place at Seven a Clock this Evening. 

Cler. Ah! Dn He 

At. And laſtly, to Crown my Fortune, (as if the Devil 
himſelf moſt Triumphantly Rode a ſtraddle upon my Ruine) 
the fatal place of their Appointment happens to be the very 
Houſe of a third Lady, with whom I made an Acquaintance 
ſince Morning, and had juſt before ſent word I wou'd viſit near 
the ſame hour this Evening. 

Cler. O! Murther! Poor Atall! thou art Wal fallen under 
the laſt degree of Compaſſion. 

At. And yet, with a little of thy Aſſiſtance, in the middle 
of all their ſmall Shot, I don't ſtill diſpair of holding my Head 
above Water. 

Cler. You muſt think me barbarous indeed, ifin ſuch Di- 
ſtreſs I ſhou'd not throw out a Rope to ſave you not that 
I can imagine what you propoſe: For I dare ſwear thou doeſt 
not deſign | to marry any one of em. 

At. Shou'd my Incognita's Birth prove equal to her Beauty, 
I tremble to tell thee what might become of me. 

Cler. Why then you had as good quit her Friend now. 

At. No, no, that is not ſafe neither and if I dont keep 
in with ber, Intimacy will certainly give her Opportunities 
of ſpoiling my Market with her Rival. 

(ler. Death! but you can't meet em both, you mult loſe 


one of em, unleſs you can ſplit your ſelf. CN 
F 2 At. 
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— 


At. Prithee don't ſuſpe& my Courage, or my Modeſty, for 
I'm reſolv'd to go on, if you ſtand by me. 


Cler. Faith my very Cutiolity wou'd make. me do tha. 5 


but what can I do? - 


At. You muſt appear for me upon occaſion, in Perſon. . Rh. 

Cler. With all my Heart What elſe? . 25 

At. I (hall want a Queen's Meſſenger in my Intereſt, or ra i 
ther one that can Perſonate one. 

Cler. That's eaſily found but what to do? 


At. Come along, and I'll tell yon — for firſt 1 muſt an- 
ſwer their Letters. | 
Cler. Thou art an Original, Faith. Exeunt. 


The 8 CE NE changes to Sir Solomon s. ; 
Enter Sir Solomon W Lady Sadlife, and Wiſhwell : 


her Woman. 

_ Sol. There, Madam, let me have no more of theſe Air- . 
ings no good, Im ſure, can keep a Woman five or fiz.. 
Hours abroad in a Morning. 

IL. Sad. You deny me all the innocent Deo of Life. 

Sir Sol. Hah! you have the modiſh Cant of this end of tlie 
Town, I ſee: Intriguing, Gaming, Gadding, and Party Quar- 
ries with a Pox to em, are innocent Freedoms, forſooth. 

L. Sad. 1 don't know what you mean, I'm ſure I have not 


one Acquaintance in the World that does an ill thing. 


Sir Sol. They mult be better look d after than your Ladyſhip 
then; but I'll mend my Hand as faſt as I can, do you look to 
your Reputation henceforward, and Ill take care of your Perſon. 

L. Sad. You wrong my Virtue with theſe unjuſt Suſpicions, 

Sir Sol. Ay its no matter for that; better! "_—_ it than you, 


Ill ſecure my Doors for this Day at leaſt. Exit. 


L. Sad. O! Miſowell! what ſhall I do. 

Mißb. What's the matter, Madam? 

L. Sad. 1 expect a Letter from a Gentleman every EINE and 
i it ſnou d fall into Sir Solom. Hands, m ruin d paſt Redemption. 955 

Miß. He won t ſuſpect it, Madam, ſure if they are directed | 
to me, as they us d to be. 


L. Sad. But his Jealouſy' s grown ſo violent of late, theres 


no 8 to it now; if he meets it 1 wy be lock d up oy 5 


— 


5 * * x 
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Mißb. O dear Madam! I vow, your Ladyſhip frights me. --- 
Why, he'll kill me for keeping Counſel. | 
LI. & Run to the Window, quick, and watch the Meſſenger. 
[Ex. Wifh.] Ahl there's my Ruine near.---I feel it. [A hnock- 
ing at the door.] What ſhall I do? --- Be very iafolent, or ve- 
ry humble, and cry. Ihave known fome Women, upon theſe 
Occaſions, out- ſtrut their Husband's Jealouſie, and make em 
ask Pardon for finding em out. --- O Lud ! here he comes. --- 
I can't do't z my Courage fails me. I muſt ev'n ſtick to 
my Hankerchief, and truſt to Nature. 
Re-enter Sir Soloman, taking a Letter from Finder. > 
Sir Sol. Sir, I ſhall make bold to read this Letter; and, if you 
have a mind to ſave your Bones, there's your way out. 
Find. O terrible! I ſha'n't have a whole one in my Skin, 
when I come home to my Maſter, ---- [_ Exit. Finder, 
L. Sad. ULAſide.] I'm loſt for ever. 
Sir Sol. [ Reads.) © Pardon moſt Divine Creature, the im- 
_ « patience of my Heart; | 
Very well! theſe are her innocent Freedoms ! ah! Cockatrice? 
„ which languiſhes for an opportunity, to 
| * to convince you of its Sincerity : ---- 
O the. tender ---- Son of a Whore! 


* which nothing cou'd relieve, but the ſweet + | 


| Hope of feeing you this Ev'ning. . 

Poor Lady ! whoſeVirtueI have wrong'd with unjuſt ſuſpitions! 
L. Sad. I'm ready to fink with Apprehenſion | 
Sir Sol. — © To Night, at ſeven, expect your dying Strephon. 

Die, and be damn'd; - for Ell remove your Comforter, _ 

by cutting her Throat. — I cou'd find in my heart to ram his 

impudent Letter into her Wind-pipe. — Ha! what's this! 
To Mrs. Wiſhwell, my Lady Sadlife's Woman. 


Ad, Im glad of it withal my Heart: — What a happy thing 


tis to have one's Jealoulie diſappointed ! — Now, have I been 
curſing my poor Wife, for the miſtaken Wickedneſs of that 
Trollop. 'Tis well! kept my Thoughtsto my ſelf: For the 
Virtue of a Wife, when wrongfully accus'd, is moſt unmerci- 
fully inſolent. —— Come, I'll do a great thing; —— III 
kiſs her, and make her amends. What's the matter, my, 
Dear? has any thing frighted you? | 
L. Sad. Nothing but your hard Uſage, 


Sir r 
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I. 


Sir Sol. Come! come! dry thy Tears, it ſhall be ſo no more. 
-— But, hark ye! I have made a Diſcovery here: Your 
JF; ;ſhwell, I'm afraid, is a Slut. ——— She has an Intrigue. 
I. Sad. An Intrigue ! Heaven's, in our Family 

Sir Sol. Read there: I wiſh ſhe be hotieſt, —— _ 

L. Sad. How! — if there be the leaſt ground to thing it, 
Sir Solomon, poſitively ſhe ſha'n't ſtay a Minute in the Houſe. 
im pudent Creature ---- have an Affair with a Man! 
bir Sol. But hold, my Dear, ---- don't let your Virtue . 
ſure too ſeverely neither. 

L. Sad. I ſhudder at the Thoug hts of her. 

Sir Sol. Patience, I ſay, how — we know but his Courthip 
may be honourable. 

L. Sad. That, indeed, requires ſome Pauſe. - 

Wiſh, ---- (Peeping in,) ſo! alls ſafe, I ſee, -— he thinks the 
Letter's to me. O good Madam, ---- that Letter was to me, 


the Fellow ſays. ——T wonder, Sir, how you cou'd ſerve one 


fo ; if my Sweetheart ſhou'd hear you had open d it, I know 
he wou'd not have me; ſo he wou'd not. 

Sir Sol. Never fear that; for if he's in love with you, he's 
too much a Fool to value being laugh'd at. 

L. Sad. If it be your's; here, take your Stuff; and next time, 


bid him take better care, than to ſend his Letters ſo publickly. 


Wiſh. Yes, Madam; but now your Ladyſhip has read it, 
Td fain beg the Honour of Sir Soloman to anſwer it for me z 
for I can't write. 

L. Sad. Not write ! 

Sir Sol. Nay, he thinks ſhe's above that, I ſuppoſe : For 
he calls her Divine Creature. — A pretty piece of Divinity, 
truly. — But come, my Dear, — Egad, we'll anſwer 1 it for her. 
Here's Paper, — you ſhall do it. 

L. Sad. I, Sir Solomon Lord, Iwo'n't write to Fellows, not 
| hope he won t take me at my word. _ Alade. 
Sir Sol. Nay, you ſhall do it; — N "twill get her a 
good Husband. 

Wiſh. Ay! Pray, gal Madam, 3 

Sir Sol. Ah ! how eager the Jade is, 

L. Sad. I can't tell how-to write to any body, but you, my 


Dear. 


Sir Sol. Well! well: III dittate then z — come, begin — 
L. Sad. 


— 


the Sick Lady's Cure. 39 
IL. Sad. Lord | this is the oddeſt Fancy! Si, to write. 
Sir Sol. Come! come dear Sir ; (for we l be as loving as 
he for his Ears.) 

Wiſh. No, pray, Madam; begin dear Honey, or my deareſt 
Angel. | 
ja Jad. Out ! you Fool! you muſt not be ſo fond. — Dear 
Sir is very well. 5 Writes. 

Sir Sol. Ay! ay! ſo'tis: but theſe young Fillies are for ſet-- 
ting out at the top of their ſpeed.---But prithee, Wiſhwe/, what is 
thy Lover? for the Style of his Letter may ſerve for a Countels.. 

Wiſh. Sir, he is but a Butler at preſent ; but he's a good 
Schollard, as you may ſee by his Hand-writing ; and in time 
may come to be a Steward; and then we ſha'n't be long 
without a Coach, Sir. 

L. Sad. Dear Sir, — = what muſt I write next >: 

Sir Sol. Why, L L Muprg.. 
Miß. Hoping you are in good Health, as I am at this pre- 

ſent Writing. 

Sir Sal. You Puppy, he'll laugh at you. | 

Wiſh. Im ſure, my Mother us d to begin all her Letters ſo. 

Sir Sol. And thou art every inch of thee her own Daugh-- 
ter, that I'll ſay for thee. 

L. Sad. Come, I have don't. [ Reads.) Pear Sir, ſhe muſt: 
4 have very little Merit, that is inſenſible of yours. 

Sir Sol. Very well, F aith! Write all your ſelf. 

Wiſh. Ay ! good Madam, do ; that's better than mine. 
But pray, dear Madam, let it end with, So 1 reft your deareſt: 
loving Friend, till Death us depart. 

I. Sad. Ade. ] This abſurd Slut will make me laugh out. 

Sir Sol. But hark you, Huſſy; ſuppoſe now you ſhou'd be 

a little ſcornful and inſolent, to ſhew. your. Breeding 3 and a 
little ll-natur'd in it, to ſhew your Wit. 
_ Wiſh. Ay, Sir! that is, if I defign'd him for my Gallant :: 
But ſince he is to be but my Husband, I muſt be very good- 
natur'd, and civil, before I have him; and huff bim, and 
ſhew my Wit after. 

Sir Sol. Here's a Jade for you! [Afde,)} But why muſt : 
you huft your Husband, Huſſy? 

ib. O Sir! that's to give him a good Opinion of my 
Virtue: for you know, Sir, a Husband can't think one cou'd: 
be ſo very domineering, if one were not very honeſt, | Sig: 
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G Sir Sol. S bud! this Fool, on my Conſcience, ſpeaks the 
- Tenſe of the whole Sex. [Afede.} 


the better, the more one hectors him, as a Spaniel _ the 

more one beats him. 

SBir Sol. Hah! thy Husband will have a * time ont. 
L. Sad. So! I have done. f 
Wifh. O pray, Madam, read it. 

L. Sad. | Reads.) © Dear Sir ſhe muſt have very little 
« Merit, that is inſenſible of yours ; and while you 
10 ' continue to love, and tell me ſo, ” mia whatever 


2 
- " 


4 

fk 

| 

W | 
> Miß, Then, Sir, I have been told, thata Hasband loves one 

WW | 

3 

: 

: 


1 you can hope from ſo much Wit, and ſuch un- 


e feign dSincerity.--- At the hour you mention, you 
will be truly welcome to your paſſionate— 
ib. Oh! Madam, it is not half kind enough; pray, put 
5 in ſome more Dears. 
- Sir Sol. Ay ! ay! ſweeten it well; ---- let it be all Sirrup, 
. with a Pox to her. 
Wiſh. Every Line ſhou'd have Dear Sweet Sir in itz ſo it 
ou d. ---- Hell think I don't love him elle. 
Sir Sol. Poor Moppet ! 
I. Sad. No! no! *tis better now. Well, what muſt be 
at bottom, to anſwer Strephon? 
Sir Sol. Pray, let her Divine Ladyſhip fi ign, —— Abigail. 
Wi. No; pray Madam, put down Lianne. 
Sir Sol. Liſpamintha! : 
L. Sad. No, come --- Fil write Celia. Here ,goin, and ſcal i it. 
Sir Sol. Ay, come! Tl lend you a Wafer, that he mayn't 
-wait for your Divinityſhip. 
Wiſh. Pſhah! you always flout one ſo, [Ex. Sir Sol. and Wiſh. 
L. Sad. So | this is luckily over. ---- Well! 1 ſee a Woman 
ſhou'd never be diſcourag'd from coming off at the,greateſt 


Plunge: For tho' I was half dead with the F right, yet now 
1 ma little recover d, I find. —— 


_— That Apprehenſion 8 Bliſs Oy 
_ Ihe real Danger nothing to the Fear. 


ACT 


the Sick Lady's Ge 


A CT IV. EET 
8 C EN E, Sir Solomon's. 


Enter Lady Sadlife, Atall, and Wiſhwell, with Lights. 
L. Sad. His Room [ think, is pleaſanter ; if you pleaſe, we'l 
lit here, Sir — Mell! shut the Door, and take 
the Key o'th' in- ſide, and ſet Chairs. 

* Yes, Madam. 

I.. Sad. Lard! Sir, what a ſtrange Opinion you muſt have of 
me, for receiving your Viſits upon fo {lender an Acquaintance. 
At. I have a much ſtranger Opinion, Madam, of your order- 

ing your Servant to lock her ſelf in with us. 

L. Sad. O] you wou'd not have us wait upon our ſelves ! > 
At. Really, Madam, I can't conceive, that two Lovers alone 
have much occaſion for Attendance. { They fit. 

L. Sad. Lovers! Lard! how you talk! Can't People converſe 
without that Stuff! 

At. Um! yes, Madam, People may; but without a little of 
that Stuff, Converſation is generally very apt to be inſipid. 

L. Sad. Pooh ! why, we can ſay any thing without her hear- 
ing, you ſee, 

At. Ay! but if we ſhou'd talk our ſelves up to an occaſion of 
being without her, it wou'd look worſe to ſend her out, than to 
have let her wait without, when ſhe was out. 

L. Sad. You are pretty hard to pleaſe, I find, Sir; ſome Men, I 
believe, wou'd think themſelves well us'd, in lo free 2 Reception 5 
as yours. 

At. Hah! [ ſee, this is like to come to nothing this time; ſo 
I'll ev'n put her out of humour, that I may get off in time to my 
Incognita. | Aſide.) Really, Madam, I can never think my ſelf free, 
where my Hands and my Tongue are ty d. | Ponting to Wiſhwell. 

L. Sad. Your Converſation, I find, is very different from what 

it was, Sir. 
At. With ſubmiſſion, Madam, I think it very proper for the 
Place we. are in. If you had ſent for me, only to {ip Tea, to ſit 
ſtill, and be civil, with my Hat under my Arm, like a ſtrange Re- 
lation from Jreland, or ſo; why was I brought hither with ſo 
much caution and privacy: 77 

L. Sad. Suppoſe I had a favourable Thought of you; does 
that give you a Title to treat me, as if it was not in my power 
o refuſe you any thing. G At. 
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At. Come, Madam, I'll be plain with you: ---I wou'd not have 
you think me ignorant of all the tendereſt Forms that ought 
to approach a Ladies Favours; but when a Woman breaks the 


ſeeming Promiſe of her Eyes, with me ſhe loſes all pretence to 


em. (Your Woman's being with us, is ridiculous; ) I had a Lo- 


_ver's honeſt Reaſon, to expect you here alone; but ſhe that thinks 


to make me dance Attendance to her Pride, 5 fit at diſtance, and 


tamely talk my ſelf to a ſubmiſſive Flame for her, while ſhe, with 


Eyes inſenſible receives it, and ev'n (wells her ſated Vanity, to a 
deſpiling of her eaſie Conqueſt, betore ſhe enjoys it ; let me tell 


you, Madam, in very conciſe Terms, that Woman --- is moſt 
conſumedly miſtaken. 


L. Sad. You have a very odd way of treating People; you Men 
are the ſtrangeſt Creatures! Is there no ſuch thing as Patience 


in your Compoſition ? 


At. O yes, Madam, abundance ;, for, if you pleaſe but to order 


Madamoiſelle to get the Tea ready, to boil it a great while, and 
ſtay till it's done, you hall find, I can yet change the Air of my 


Approaches. : 
L. Sad. I dont know how to make her do any luch thing, not 


I, Lard ! She knows, I have had Tea juſt now. 


At. I have not; and ſo your humble Servant, Madam. 
L. 9.4 Hold! 


At. Really, Madam, my stomach wo'n't ſtay; and, if your La- 
dyſhip's Tea is not ready, [ mult beg leave to take a Dich at the 


| — [ As he is going, Sir Soloman knocks at the door. 


Wiſh. O Heaven's ! my Maſter, Madam. 

Sir Sol. Open the Door there, — ) 

L. Sad. What ſhall we do? 

At. Nothing now, I'm ſure. - 

L. Sad. Open the Door, and ſay, the Gentleman came to You, 

Miſb. O lud! Madam, I ſhall never be able to manage it at ſo 
ſhort a warning. — We had better ſhut the Gentleman into the 
Cloſet, and ſay, he came to no body at all. 

L. Sad. In! in then, for Mercy's ſake, quickly, Sir. 

Ar. Soh! this is like to be a very pretty buſineſs | Oh ! Succeſs! 
and Impudence ! thou haſt quite forſaken me. [|Erters the Cloſer. - 

Mist. Do you ſtep into your Bed-chamber, Madam, and leave 


my Maſter to me. D Ex. L. Sadlife.] [Wiſh. opens the Door, &c. 


Enter Sir Solomon. 


Sir Sol. What's the Reaſon, Miſtreſs, L am to be lock'd out of 
my Wite's Apartment > | Wiſh, 
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Miß. Sir, my Lady was waſhing her—her—Neck, Sir, and I 
cou d not come any ſooner. 
Sir Sol. I am ſure, I heard a Man's Voice. LAſide.] Bid your La- 
dy come hither. —He muſt be here. abouts z tis fol all's out, all's 
over now: The Devil has done his worſt, and I am a Cuckold 
in ſpite of my Wiſdom. *Zbud ! now an Lalian wou d poiſon his 
Wite for this; a Spaniard wou d ſtab her, and a Tark wou d cut 
off her Head with his Scimitar; but a poor Dog of an Exgliſh Cuc- 
kold now, can only Squabble, and call Names. — Hold! here ſhe 
comes. — I muſt ſmother my Jealouſie, that her Guilt 8 5 be 
upon its guard. [Enter Lady Sadlife, and Wiſhwell. 
Sir Sol. My Dear! how do you 8 > Come hither, and kiſs me. 
L. Sad. I did not expect you home fo ſoon, my Dear. 
Sir Sol. Poor Rogue I don't believe you did—with a Pox to. 
you. [Afide.] Miſbwell, go down, I have buſineſs with your Lady. 
Wiſh, Yes, Sir — but Ill watch you: for I'm fraid this good 
Humour has miſchief at the bottom of it. [ Retires. 

L. Sad. I ſcarce know whether he's jealous, or not. 

Sir Sol. Now, dare not I go near that Cloſet-door, leſt the mur- 
therous Dog ſhou'd poke a hole in my Guts through the Key- hole. 
e Um — I have an odd Thought in my Head --- ay ! and that 
will diſcover the whole bottom of her Affair. T is better to ſeem 
not to know one's Diſhonour, when one has not Courage 

enough to revenge it. | 

L. Sad. I don't like his Looks, methinks. 

Sir Sol. Odſo! what have I forgot now——-Prichee,nsy Dear, 
ſtep into my Study, (for Lam ſo weary!) and in the uppermoſt 
Parcel of Letters, you'll find one that I receiv'd from Tork/b jre 
to day, in the Serutoire; bring it down, and ſome Paper; I will 
Anſwer it while I think ont. 

L. Sad. If you pleaſe to lend me your Key ---- but had not you 
better write in your Study, my Dear ? 

Sir Sol. No! no! I tell you, I am fo tir d, I am not able to 
walk. There ! make haſte. 

L. Sad. Wou'd all were well over. Exit. Lady Sadli fe. 

Sir Sol. Tis ſo! by her eagerneſs to be rid of me. Well, ſince 
I find I dare not behave my ſelf like a Man of Honour in this bu- 
ſineſs, I'll at leaſt act like a Perſon of Prudence, and Penetration: 
For ſay, I ſhou'd clap a Brace of Slugs now into the very Bowels 
of this Raſcal, it may hang me; but if it does not, it can't | 
viveree. nes --- no, Ill ev'n put out the Candles, and in a ſoft, 

| 1 8 2 gentle i 
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At. Come, Madam, I'll be plain with you: I wou d not have 
you think me ignorant of all the tendereſt Forms that ought 
to approach a Ladies Favours; but when a Woman breaks the 
ſeeming Promiſe of her Eyes, with me ſhe loſes all pretence to 
'em. (Your Woman's being with us, is ridiculous; ) I had a Lo- 
verẽs honeſt Reaſon, to expect you here alone; but ſhe that thinks 
to make me dance Attendance to her Pride, to ſit at diſtance, and 

tamely talk my ſelf to a ſubmiſſive Flame for her, while ſhe, with 
Eyes inſenſible receives it, and ev'n (wells her ſated Vanity, to a 
deſpiling of her eaſie Conqueſt, betore ſhe enjoys it; let me tell 
you, Madam, in very conciſe Terms, that Woman is moſt 
conſumedly miſtaken! 

L. Sad. You have a very odd way of treating People ; you Men 
are the ſtrangeſt Creatures! Is there no ſuch thing as Patience 
in your Compoſition ? | 
At. O yes, Madam, abundance ; for, if you pleaſe but to order 
Madamoiſelle to get the Tea ready, to boil it a great while, and 
| tay till it's done, you ſhall find, I can yet change the Air of my 
Approaches. 

L. Sad. I don't know how to make her do any Cach thing, not 

L Lard ! She knows, I have had Tea juſt now. 
At. I have not; and ſo your humble Servant, Madam. 

L. Sad. Hold! 

At. Really, Madam, my stomach wo'n'tſtay; and, if your La- 
dyſhip's Tea is not ready, [ mult beg leave to take a Dich at the 
: — [ As he is going, Sir Soloman knocks at the door. 
ißb. O Heaven's! my Maſter, Madam. N 

Sir Sol. Open the Door there, (within.) 

L. Sad. What ſhall we do? 

At. Nothing now, I'm ſure. | 

L. Sad. Open the Door, and ſay, the Gentleman came to You, 

Miſb. O lud! Madam, I ſhall never be able to manage it at ſo 
ſhort a warning. — We had better ſhut the Gentleman into the 
Cloſet, and ſay, he came to no body at all. 

L. Sad. In! in then, for Mercy's ſake, quickly, Sir. 

At. Soh! this is like to be a very pretty buſineſs ! Oh! Succeſs! 
and Impudence! thou haſt quite forſaken me. [ Enters the Cloſer. - 

Miſb. Do you ſtep into mr Bed-chamber, Madam, and leave 
my Maſter to me. | Ex. L. Sadlife.] LWiſh. opers the Door, &c. 
Enter Sir Solomon. 


Sir Sol. What's the Reaſon; Miſtreſs, L am to be lock'd out of 
my Wife's Apartment 9 | Wifh. 
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Wiſh. Sir, my Lady was waſhing her—her—Neck, Sir, and [ 
cou'd not come any ſooner. 
+ Sir Sol. I am ſure, I heard a Man's Voice. [Afide. ] Bid your La- 
dy come hither. —He muſt be here. abouts; 5 tis fol all's out, all's 
over now: The Devil has done his worſt, and I am a Cuckold 
in ſpite of my Wiſdom. *Zbud ! now an Iralian wou'd poiſon his 
Wite for this ; a Spaniard would ſtab her, and a Tark wou'd cut 
off her Head with his Scimitar; but a poor Dog of an Exgliſh Cuc- 
kold now, can only Squabble, and call Names.— Hold! here ſhe 
comes. — I muſt ſmother my Jealouſie, that her Guile mayn't be 
upon its guard. [Enter Lady Sadlife, and Wiſhwell. 
Sir Sol. My Dear! how do you 2 > Come hither, and kiſs me. 
L. Sad. I did not expect you home fo ſoon, my Dear. 
Sir Sol. Poor Rogue I don't believe you did with a Pox to 
you. LAſide.] Wiſhwell, go down, I have buſineſs with your Lady. 
Miſb. Yes, Sir — but Ill watch you: for I'm fraid this good 
Humour has miſchief at the bottom of it. [Retires. 
L. Sad. I ſcarce know whether he's jealous, or not. 

Sir Sol. Now, dare not I go near that Cloſet-door, leſt the mur- 
therous Dog ſhou'd poke a hole in my Guts through the Key-hole. 
— Um — I have an odd Thought in my Head --- ay ! and that 
will diſcover the whole bottom of her Affair. Tis better to ſeem 
not to know one's Diſhonour, when one has not Courage 

enough to revenge it.. 

L. Sad. I don't like his Looks, methinks. 

Sir Sol. Odſo! what have I forgot now-—-Prichec,nwy Dear, 
ſtep into my Study, (for Lam ſo weary!) and inthe uppermoſt . 


Parcel of Letters, you'll find one that I receiv'd from Torkſb jre 


to day, in the Scrutoire ; bring it down, and ſome Paper; I I will 
Anſwer it while I think on't. 

L. Sad. If you pleaſe to lend me your Key ---- but had not you 
better write in your Study, my Dear ? 

Sir Sol. No! no! I tell you, I am fo tir d, I am not able to 
walk. There ! make haſte. 

L. Sad. Wou'd all were well over. Exit. Lady Sadli fe. 

Sir Sol. Tis ſo! by her eagerneſs to be rid of me. Well, ſince 
I find I dare not behave my ſelf like a Man of Honour in this bu- 
fineſs, I'll at leaſt act like a Perſon of Prudence, and Penetration; 
For fay, I ſhou'd clap a Brace of Slugs now into the very Bowels 
of this Raſcal, it may hang me; but if it does not, it can't 
divorce e; --- no, I'll ev'n put out the Candles, and in a ſoft, 
18 2 gentle 
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gentle Whore's Voice, deſire the Gentleman to walkabout bis bu- 
ſineſs; and if I can get him out before my Wife returns, Fl] fair- 


by poſt my ſelf in his room; and fo, when ſhe comes to ſet him 


at liberty, in the dark, III humour the Cheat, till I draw her into 
fome caſual Confeſſion of the Fact; and then this injur'd Front 
ſhall bounce upon her, like a Thunderbolt. [ Puts out the Candle. 
Wifh. | Behind.] Say you fo, Sir? I'll take care my Lady ſhall be 
provided for you. |: Ext 
Sir Sol. Hiſt! Hiſt ! Sir! Sir! 
Enter Atall from the Cloſet. 
45 Is all clear ? may 1 venture, Madam ? 
Sir Sol. Ay ! ay! quick! quick! make haſte before Sir Solomon re- 


turns; a ſtrait Back'd-Dog, I warrant him. Ade. ] But when ſhall 


I {ce you again? 

At. When ever you'll promiſe me to make a better uſe of an 
Opportunity. 

Sir Sol. Hal then tis poſlible he maynt yet have put the 
finiſhing Stroke to me. 

A. 1s this the Door? et 

Sir Sol. Ay! ay! away! [Ex. At] Soh! now the A "." 


being Murther'd-is over; I find, my Courage returns: And if I- 


catch my Wife but inclining to be no better than ſhe ſhou'd de, 


Im not ſure that Blood wo'n't-be the conſequence. 


| [ He goes into the Cloſet, and Wiſhwel enters. 5 
Wi. Soh! my Lady has her Cue; and, if my Wiſe Maſter can 
give her no better Proofs of his Penetration than this, ſhe'd be a 
greater Fool than he, if ſhe ſhou'd not do what ſhe has a mind to. 
Sir! Sir! Come! you may come out now, Sir Soloman 's Sone. 
ä Enter Sir Soloman from the A 
Sir Sol. So! now for a ſoft Speech, to ſet her impudent Blood in 


5 Ferment, and then let it out with my Pen- knife. ¶ Aſide. Come, Dear 


Creature, now let's make the kindeſt uſe of our Opportunity. 
Wiſh. Not for the World! if Sir Solomon ſhou'd come again, I 

faoa'd be ruin'd Pray be gone lll ſend to you to morrow. 
Sir Sol. Nay, now you love me not — 1 wou'd not let 


me part elſe thus unſatisfied. 


"Wh. Now you're unkind. You know I love you, orI ſhou'd 


not run ſuch Hazards for you. 


Sir Sol. Fond Whore! [ 4fide. )But I'm afraid you love Six * 


lemon, and lay up all your Tenderneſs for bim. 


Wiſh. O ridiculous | How can fo ſad a Wretch give you the 


leaſt uncaſie Thought !. loath the very ſight of him. Sir 
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Sir $21. Damn'd infernal Strumpet — I can bear no longer — — 
Lights! Lights! within there. 6 [ Seives ber. 

ib. Ah! (Shrieks.) Who's this, help! Murther! 

Sir Sol. No, Traytreſs, don't think to {cape me; for gow I've 
trapt thee in thy Guilt, I cou'd find in my Heart to have thee Flea'd 
alive, thy Skin ſtufft, and hung up in the middle of Guild Hall, 
as a terrible Conſequence of Cuckoldom to the whole City 
Lights there! Euter Lady Sadlife with a Light.) 

J. Sad. O Heavens! What's the matter | Sir Sol Hola Aſtoniſh d. 
Ha! what do ſee! my Servant on the Floor, and Sir Solomon offer- 
ing Rudeneſs to her! O! I can't bear it! oh! ! Falls into à Chair. 
Sir Sol. What has the Devil been doing here? . 

L. Sad. This the Reward of all my Virtue! O Revenge! Re- 
venge| 

or Sol. My Dear! my good Vertuous injur'd Dear, be patient; | 
for here has been ſuch wicked doings | 

L. Sad. O Torture! do you own it too! tis well my Love pro- 
tects you but for this Wretch ! this Monſter ! this Sword ſhall do 

me Juſtice on her. [ Runs at Wiſh. with Sir Solomon's Sword. 

Sir Sol. O hold! my poor miſtaken Dear! This. horrid 
Jade (the Gods can tell) is innocent for me; but ſhe has had it 
{ſcems, a ſtrong Dog in the Cloſet here (which I ſuſpecting) put 
my (elf into his place, and had almoſt trapt her in the very im- 
pudence of her 8 


L. Sad. How ! rx m glad to find he dares not own 'twas 
his Jealouſie of me [Afde. 
Wiſh. ( Kneeling.) Dear Madam, | hope your Ladyſhip will 
pardon the Liberty I took in your Abſence, in bringing my Lo- 
ver into your Ladyſhip's Chamber; but! did not think you wou'd 
come home from Prayers ſo ſoon, and ſo 1 was forc'd to hide him 
in that Cloſct; but my Maſter ſuſpetting the buſineſs it ſeems, 
turn d him out unknown to me, and then put himſelf there, and 
ſo had a mind to diſcover whether there was any harm between us, 
and fo becauſe he fancy d I had been naught with him. 
Sir Sol. Ay my Dear, and the Jade was ſo confoundedly fond 
of me, that 1 grew out of all Patience, and fell upon her like a Fury, 
L. Sad. Horrid Creature, and docs ſhe think to ſtay a Minute 
in the Family, after ſuch [Impudence! 
Sir Sol. Hold, my Dear — for if this ſhou'd be the Man 
that is to maray her ye know there may be no harm done yet. 
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fully ſuſpected her 


0 o bub, hub, endure the Air: Tho' indeed a Sunday. is very apt 
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Wiſp. Yes, it was he indeed, Madam. 

Sir Sol. Ade] I muſt not let the Jade be turn d away, for 
fear ſhe ſnou d put it in my Wife's Head, that I hid my {elf to diſ- 
cover her Ladyſhip, and then the Devil wou'd not be able to - 
| tive in the Houſe with her. 

Wiſh. Now, Sir, you know, what I can tell af you. [ Afrde to S. Sol. 

Sir Sol. Mum! its a good Girl! there's a Guinea for you. [ 4ſede. 

L. Sad. Well, upon your Interceſſion, my Dear, I'll Pardon her 
this fault: But pray, Miſtreſs, let me hear of no more ſuch do- 
ings. I am ſodiforderd with this fright fetch my Prayer- 


book, I'll endea vour to compoſe my ſelf. [Exit La dy Sad. 


Sir Sol. Ay do ſol that's my good Dear 


What two >bleſ. 


ſed eſcapes have Lhad! to find my ſelf no Cuckold at laſt, and 


(which had been equally terrible) my Wife not know I wro 
well! at length I am fully convinc'd of 
her Vertue and now if I can but cut off the abominable 
Expence, that attends ſome of her Impertinent Acquaintance, I 
- ſhall ſhew my ſelf a Machinval. 
Re-enter Wiſbwell. 
Mist. Sir, here's my Lady Dainty come to wait upon my Lady. 


Sir Sol. I'm ſorry for't with all my Heart - why did you 
ſay ſhe was within. 


Wiſh. Sir, ſhe did not ask if ſhe was; but ſhe's never deny d 


to her. 


Sir Sol. Cad ſo! why then if you pleaſe to leave her Sp 
to me, I] begin with her now. ; 
Wiſhwell brings in Lady Dainty. 
J. D. Sir Solomon, your very humble Servant. 
Sir Sol. O yours, yours, Madam. 
L. D. Where's my Lady? 
Sir Sol. Where your Ladyſhip very ſeldom is at pn pew 
L. D. Huh! huh! you keep your Old humour (till I ſee, of 
endeavouring to ſpeak home Truths ; but I think you common- 
ly gueſs wrong: For you muſt know, that I have bought me the 
prettieſt Atlas Cuſhions with Gold Taſſels on purpoſe to Kneel 
upon. 
fir Sol. Not unlikely, Madam; you das Ladies have a great 
many fine things, that you never uſe — for I don't remember 1 
bave ſeen you, or your Culhions at Church theſe three Weeks. 
L. D. Never mils, never miſs if I am in any ſort of condition 
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to give one the Spleen, or the Vapours but if I am not 
there my ſelf, I conſtantly ſend my Woman to ſee how the Fa- 
ſhions alter. 
Sir Sol. I cry your Mercy, Madam, I did not know that that 
was your Mode-Market Day before. 
L. D. Sir, the greateſt Diſtinction of People of Quality 2 that 
they make every thing eaſy to em. 
Sir Sol. Yes, yes, being in the Mode I fee, will let one into 


notable Privileges. 
Enter Lady Sadlife. 

L. Sad. My dear Lady Dainty ! IF; 

L. D. Dear Madam, I am he happieſt Perſon alive infinding, 
your Ladyſhip at home. | 

Sir Sol. So! Now for a Torrent of Impertinence. 

L. Sad. Your Ladyſhip does me a great deal of Honour. 

L. D. I am ſure I do my ſelf a great deal of Pleaſure: I have: 
made at leaſt twenty Viſits to Day, aed not above five of em 
were at home; and meeting with a Reaſonable Creature at laſt, 
is like the Pleaſure of Unlacing, after being (queez'd up in a 
ſtrait pair of Stays at a Birthday. | 

L. Sad. Some Vilits are indeed ſtrangely Fatiguing.. 

I. D. O! I'm quite Dead! not but my Coach is very eafy— 
yet ſo much perpetual Motion you know 

Sir Sol. Ah, Pax of your Diſorder if I bad the providing: 
your Equipage, ods zooks you ſhou d rumble to your Viſits in a 
Wheelbarrow. [ 4ſede... 

L. Sad. Was you at my Lady Dutcheſſcs? EN. 

L. D. Alittle while. 

L. Sad. Had ſhe a great Circle? 

L. D. Extream I was not able to bear the Breath of ſo» 
much Company. 

L. Sad. Pray who bad you? | 

L. D. Every Body my Lady Toilet, Lady Pate hit, Mrs. 
Peepers, Lady Whitewaſh, Mrs, Laiton, Lady Steinkirk, both the: 
Miſtreſs Favorites, Lady Jumps, and che Dutcheſs. of Falbala. 

L. Sad. You did not Dine there ? 

I. D. Oh! Ican't touch any Body's Dinner but my o ow 
and I have almoſt kill'd my ſelf this Week for want of my uſual. 
Glaſs of Toccay after my Ortolans, and Moſcovy Duck Eggs. 

Sir Sol. Zbud, if Thad the feeding of you, Id bring you in a 

2 to Neck Beef, and a Pot of plain Bub. [ 
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I. D. Then I have been fo ſurfeited with the fight of ahide- 
ons City Entertainment to Day at my Lady Cormorant 's, who 
knows no other Happineſs, or way of making one Welcome, 
than Eating, or Drinking; I was ready to ſwoon at the fight of 
luer Table, being juſt come out of the freſh Air. | 
L. Sad. Pray how was it fill'd, Madam? 5 
L. D. At the upper End fat her Ladyſhip, and at each Elbow 
2 Daughter, with Arms like Ploughmen, freckled like Turkey 
Eggs, and Cheeks like Catherine Pears they were enough to 
beat one down with the coarſe Pores of their Skin! Huh! huh! 
I. Sad. O! Frightful! but pray go on. | 
Sir Sol. In my Conſcience, their daily Converſation is made up 
-of nothing but impudent Fleering at honeſt People, that don't 
know as many ways of being Foppiſhly vicious, as them- 
(leres. 4 * 7 5 | [Aſide. 
* I. D. At the lower end was an unlick d thing, ſhe call'd Son- 
I ſuppoſe by her firſt Venture, that ſat all the while with his 
Mouth gaping wide, not having from Nature, Wit enough to 
Fetch his Breath through his Noſe. 8 
r "Ton 3 5 
| L. D. The Table, 'or rather Larder, was fill'd with Hams, 
Roaſted Pullets, and Turkey Pies, with a great Cheſhire Cheeſe 
in the middle, that rival'd every one in bulk but her Ladyſhip; 
and a large Tankard of Strong Beer Nutmeg and Sugar, enough 
to Fuddle a Grand Jury, or carry an Intereſt at an EleQion. 
L. Sad. A true Ezgliſþ Homebred Family, ' 5 
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L. D in every Circumſtance: For tho ſhe ſaw I was Juſt faint- 
ing at her vaſt Limbs of Butchers Meat .-yet the civil Savage 
forc'd me to fit down, and heapd enough upon my Plate to 
Victual a Fleet for an Eaſt India Voyage. © _ 
L. Sad. How cou'd you bear it? Ha! ha! 


Sir Hel. Zbud ! Lhan't Patience -— Pray, Madam, is it among 
the Rules of your this End of the Town Breeding, to laugh at 
Four Friends for making you heartily Welcome? 

L. D. Sir Solomon! tis impoſſible to fee the Titles of Quality 
join d with ſuch Mob Diſpolitions, without eaſing ones Spleen 
a little: And nothing Diſtinguiſhes the Commons ſo much as 
then gross Feeding: I never knew a true Plebeian, that had not 
an odious vaſt Stomach. -——- bub ! huh? . 
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L. Pa. Your Ladyſhip knows the Elegance of Lite, 

La. Sad. Does your Ladyſhip never go to the Play. 

La. Da. Never, 5 — when 1 beſpeak it my Self, and then not 
to mind the Actors; for its common to love Sights: My great 
Diverſion is in a Repos d Poſture, to turn my Eyes. upon the _ 
leries, and bleſs my ſelf to hear the happy Savages Laugh — 

when an Awkard Citizen Crowds her ſelt in among us — on an - 
: -unſpeakable Pleaſure to Contemplate her Airs and Dreſs — And 
they never ſcape me— for I am as Apprehenſive of ſuch a 
Creature's coming near me, as ſome People are when a Cat is in 
the Roome-— but the Play | is begun I believe, and if your La- 
dyſhip has an Inclination I'll wait upon you. | 
La. Sad. I think Madam we can't do better, and here comes 
Mr. Careleſs, moſt Opportunely to Squire us. ——— 

Sir Sol. Careleſs! I don't know him, but my Wife do's, * 
that's as well! 

As „ Careleſs. 

Care. Ladies: your Servant — ſeeing your Coach at the Door, 
Madam, made me not able to reſiſt this O portunity to — to — 
you know Madam, there's no time to be loſt in Love. Sir 
Solomon your Servant, -— Sir Sol. O yours | yours Sir! A very 
Impudent Fellow, and I'm in hopes will Marry her. LAſde.] 

La. Da. The Aſſurance of this Creature almoſt grows Di- 
verting; All one can do can't make him the leaſt f ſenſible of a 
Diſcouragement. 


I. Sad. Try what Compliance will do, "Fg that may 
Fright him? 
Da. If it were not too Dear a Remedy—one would al- 
moſt do any thing to get rid of his Company. 
Care. Which you never will Madam, till you Marry me, de- 
pend upon't: Do that, and Il] trouble you no more. 
5 Sir Sol. This Fellows Abominable! He'll certainly have her. 
| Lasde 
0 La. Da. There's no depending upon your Word, or elſe I 
might: for the laſt time I ſaw you, you told me then you wou by 
trouble me no more. 


Care. Ay, that's true Madam, but to keep ones Word you 
know looks like a Trades- man. 
Sir Sol. Impudent Rogue but he'll have her.— - [Aſide] 
Care. And is as much below a Gentleman, as Paying ones _ 
31 | 1 * 
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Sir Sol. If he i is not Hang'd firſt. [Apde.] 5 
Care. Beſides Madam, I conſider d that my Abſence tight en- 


danger your Conſtitution, which is ſo very Tender, that no- 
thing but Love can fave it, and ſo I wou'd en adviſe you to 


IS throw away your Juleps, your Cordials, and Slops, and take 


me all at once, 


La. Da. No Sir, Bitter Potionsare not to be taken ſo ſuddenly. 
(Care. Oh / to Chooſe Madam, for if you ſtand making of 
Faces, and Kecking againſt it, you! but increaſe your Averſion, 
and delay the Cure. Come, come you muſt be ad vis d. 


Preſjzng her. 
4 Da. What bean you Sir? iL elſing her.] 


Care. To Baniſh all your Ails, and be my ra your Univer 
fa Medicine. 


Sir Sol. Well faid / hell have her. 

La Da. Impudent Robuſt Man ! I proteſt did not I know his 
Family. I ſhou'd think his Parents had not Liv'd in Chairs and 
Coaches, but had usd their Limbs all their Lives! Huh! huh / 
but [ begin to be perſwaded Health is a great Bleſſing, [Afrde.] 

Care. My Limbs Madam, were Convey 'd to me irom before 
the Uſe of Chairs and Coaches, and it might leſſen the Dignity 
of my Anceſtors, not to uſe them as they did. 

IL. Da. Was ever ſuch a Rude Underſtanding ? to value 
5 himſelf upon the Barbariſm of his Fore-Fathers — Indeed'I have 
heard of Kings that were Bred to the Plough, and I fancy you 
miglit Deſcend from ſuch a Race: for you Court as if you were 

behind one — Huh! huh}! hub! To treat a Woman of Quality 

like an Exchange Wench, and Expreſs your Paſſion with your 
Arms, Unpoliſly t Man. | 

Care. I was willing Madam, to take from the Vulgar, the on- 
y deſireable thing among em, and ſhew you -— how they live 
; foHealthly —-- for they Dave no other Remedy. 
La. Di. A very rough Medicine! huh! hub! 
Care. To thoſe that nevertook it, it may ſeem ſo 


La. Da. Abandon'd Raviſher! Oh! 1 8 Train] 
Sir Sol. He has her . 


La. Da. Leave the Room, and ſee "my Face no more. : 5 
Care. | Bows, and is going.) 1 5 


La. or And bark ye . tio Bribes, 1 no Mediations to my 
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Cave. Bows, and Sighs:] | Bhs RR 
La. Da. Thou Profligate! to Hug! to Gaßp to Embrace 
and Throw your Robuſt Arms about me like a Vulgar, and In- 
delicate! Oh! I Faint with Apprehenſion of fo groſs an 
Addreſs. [She Faints, and Care, Catches her] 
Care. O my Offended Fair! 
La. Da. Inhumane! Raviſher! Oh [ Care. Carrys her off: 
Sir Sol. He has her! She's undone! He has her. Exit. after them. 
La. Sad. This is one of the moſt extraordinary Love Scenes 
I ever faw : I never cou'd find a Womans Fantask wou'd run 
high enough to oppoſe her Secret Inclination before: But! lan- 
cy by this time her Ladyſhips Delicacy wou d be glad to com- 
pound for a little of the Vulgar. UE 


Enter Clarinda and Sylvia. 
_ Ca. Well: Couſin, what do you think of your Gentleman 
now? | 
Hl. I fancy Madam, that wou'd be as proper a Queſtion to 


ah you: For really I don't ſee any great reaſon to alter my 
Opinion of him yet 


Cle. Now I could daſh her at once, and ſhew it her under his 
own Hand, that his Name's Stand faſt, and that he'll be here in 
a Quarter of an Hour but let her goon a little: [4 * 

Syl. Pray Couſin, have you any particular Reaſon to ſo 
Cheeriul ? 

Cla. You'll pardon me, if 1 own a little of my Sexes Malice 
my Dear. Fora Woman that won't be convinc'd of the Inhde- - 
lity of her Lover, when her Friend aſſures her of it from her 
own Knowledge, is to me the moſt Unfortunate Figure in Na- 
ture! Ha! ha! ha! 

Syl. I have two or three Lines in my Pocket, that wou'd 
ſtrangely damp this Pertneſs ; but I rather think it affected, and 
won't ſhew it till I am ſure [Afede. | Methinks Couſin we 
need not either of us give our ſelves any of theſe Violent Airs: 
For I fancy the Gentlemans next Appearance will extreamly 
take down the Vanity of one of us. 

Cla. Ha! hal Ay! ay! That it will Im Poſitive. | 

Hl. You muſt certainly be deceiv'd into ſome ſecret Reaſon 
for your being ſo very poſitive. 

Cla. Deceiv'd Madam! If I had no Reaſon but what's writ 
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A in my Face, fancy, with fubmiſſion to your Ladyſhips Beauty, 


that alone might juſtify my Confidence. 
nl. YourFace! — And have you really no better Security? 
Cla. Better, Ha! ha! Yes, yes: I have a better Madam, I 
have your Face —— look but in the Honeſt Glaſs, and tell 
me what I ſhou'd be afraid on? Ha! ha! hat 
851. No Madam, I need not do that, I remember evonah of 
my Ko to know it is not in any one Charm like Yours —— 
Thanks to Indulgent Nature. ¶ Liſting up her Hands aud Eyes. 
Q. Really Coulin, you have one Quality I envy — 
for: For to be extravagantly vain, is certainly the firſt State of 
Happineſs. 
-  $yl. Realty I think ſo too, and therefore won't undeceive 
your Vanity, becauſe twou d bee giving my Friend too Barba- 


|  rousa Mortification. 


Cla. Well! we are ſtrangely Good Natur'd : for let me Dye 
Child if I have not juſt the ſame Tenderneſs for you. 

Sl. Lard ! How ſhall we do to requite one another? 

1 I Vow I dont thiak [ onght to refuſe you any Service in 


my Power; therefore if you think it worth your while not to 


be out of Countenance when the Collonel comes, I wou'd ad- 
vile you to withdraw now; for if you dare take his own Word 
for it, he will be here in three Minutes, as this may convince 
vou. [ Gives a Letter.) 

Syl. What's here ? a Letter from Collonel Standfaſt — really 
Couſin I have nothing to fay to him — Mr. Freeman's the Per- 
. fon I'm concern d for, and I expect to lee him here in a Quarter 
of an Hour. 

Cla. Then you don' t believe them both the ſame Perſon ? 
Sl. Not by their Hands or Style L can aſſure you, as this may 


dconvince you. [Gives a Leiter.] 


Cla. Ha! The Hand is at indeed —— [I ſcarce know 

- what to think: and yet Im ſure my Eyes were not deceiv'd. 

Sl. Come Couſin, let's be a little cooler, tis not impoſſible 

but we may have both langh'd at one another to no purpoſe 122 

tor I am confident they are two Perſons. 

Ca. 1 cant tell that, but lm ſure here comes one of em. 
Enter Atall as Co. Standfaſt. 

x. Ha ! 


&. Hey Bonkard, (there they are: Faith") bid the ons 
; et 
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ſet up, and call again about One or Two in the Morning —— 
You ſee Madam, what tis to give an Impudent Fellow the leaſt 
Encouragement: I am reſolv d now to make a Night ont with you. 
Cla. 1 am afraid Collonel we ſhall have much ado to be Good 
Company, for we are two Women to one Man you ſee, and if 
we ſhou'd both have a Fancy to have you Particular, I doubt 
you'd make but Bungling Work ont. 3 5 8 
At. I warrant you we will paſs our time like Gods: 
Two Ladies and One Man ; the prettieſt ſet for Ombre in the 
Univerſe Come! come! Cards! Cards! Cards! and Tea, 
that I inſiſt upon. | 2 
Cla. Well Sir, If my Couſin will make one, I wont batk your 
Good Humour. Turning Syl. to Face him.] 
At. Is the Lady your Relation, Madam beg the Ho- 
nour to be known to her? | 
 _ Cla. O Sir! that l'm ſure (he can't refuſe you —— Couſin” 
this is Coll. Standfaſt:| Laughs aſide.] I hope now (he's convinc d. 
At. Your Pardon Madam, if I am a little particular in my 
deſire to be known to any of this Ladys Relations, | Salute. 
Sy. You!l certainly deſerve mine Sir, by being always parti- 


cular to that Lady | 1 
At. Oh Madam! Tall, lall: [Turns away. and Sings. ] 
Sy/. This Aſſurance is beyond Example. Aſide.] 


Cla. How do you do Couſin ? | ; 
Szl. Beyond Bearing but not Incurable. [Afade.]. 
la. [LAſide.] Now can't I find in my Heart to give him one 
angry Word for his Impudence to me this Morning, the Plea- 
ſure of ſeeing my Rival mortified, makes me ſtrangely Good 
Natur'd. | N | | 

At. | Turning Familiarly to Cla : | Upon my Soul you are 
provokingly Handſome to Day. Ah Gad! why is not it High - 
Treaſon for any Beautiful Woman to Marry. 

Cla. What wou'd you have us all lead Apes? 

At. Not one of you, by all that's lovely ——do youthink we 
cou'd not find you better Emplayment ? Death! what a Hand is 
here? — Gad! I (hall grow Fooliſh ! 

Cla. Stick to your Aſſurance, and you are in no Danger. 
At. Why, then in Obedience to your Commands, prithee an- 


ſwer me fincerely one Queſtion? How long do you really de- 
ſign to make me Dangle thus? | 


Cla. Why 


; 
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dia W hy really I can't juſt ſet you a Time: but when you you 
axe a weary of your Service, come to me with a Six Pence and 


| Modeſty, and YI give you a Diſcharge, 


At. Thou Inſolent, Provoking, Handſome Tra 1 
Cla. Come! let me go this is not a very Civil way of 


At. 1 beg her Pardon indeed [| Bowing to Sy1.] But Lovers 
you know Madam-may plead a ſort of re ha for being ſingular 


when the Favourite Fair's in Company -—— But we were talk - 


ing of Cards Ladies? 
Cla. Couſin, what ſay you? | 
Sy. I had rather you wou d excuſe me, Iam a little unfit for 
Play at this time. 
At. What a valuable Virtue is Aſſurance | | Now am I as 
8 as a Lawyer at the Bar. UA ſade. 
Cla.: Bleſs me ! You are not well: 
Hl. I (hall be preſently 
vou a Queſtion ? 
At. So! Now it's a coming. Aſide.] Freely Madam. 
Sl. Look on me well: Have you never ſeen my Face before? 
A. Upon my Word Madam, I can't recollect that I have. 
EO: I'm fatisfied. 
At. But pray Madam, why may you ask ? 
Sl. Im too much Diſorder d now to tell you —- But if 
Im not Deceiv'd, Fm Miſerable. [Weeps. 
At. This is ſtrange — How her Concern Tranſport me? 
Cla. Her Fears have touch'd- me, and half perſwade me to re- 
venge **m — Come Couſin be caſi e, I ſce you are convinc'd 
he is the fame, and now I'll prove my ſelf a Friend. 
Hl. 1 know not what to think — my Senſes are Con- 
founded: Their Features are indeed the ſame; and yet there's 
ſomething in their Air, their Dreſs and Manner, ſtrangely dif- 
ferent : But be it as it will, all Rightto him in preſence I Dif- 
claim, and yield to you for ever. 
Ar.'O Charming ! Joyful Grief. [Aſade. 
Ca. No Couſin, believe it, both our Senſes cannot be de- 
ceiv?d, he's individually the ſame : And ſince he dares be baſe 
to you, he's Miſerable indeed, if Flatter'd with a diſtant Hope 
of me: I know his Perſon and his Falſhood both too well; and 
you ſhalt ſee, will as becomes your Friend, Reſent it. 


At. What 


Pray Sir give me leave to ask 


5 Sick Lady 5 Curt 1 1 


4. What means this Strangeneſs Madam; 

Cla. VI tell you Sir, and to uſe few Words, Know then, 
this Lady and my Self have born your Faithleſs Inſolence and 
Artifice too long: But that you may not think to impoſe on 
me, at leaſt, I deſire you wou'd leave the Houle, and from this 
moment never {ee me more. 

At. Madam ! What! what ! 1s all this? Riddle r me Riddle 


me Re, 
| For the Devil take me, 
For ever from thee, 
£ 2 Pf can Divine what this Riddle Can be 5 
Sl. Not Mov d, Im more amaz d. | 
A. Pray Madam, in the Name of Common Senſe, let me 
know in two Words, what the real meaning of your Jaſt Ter- 
rible Speech was, and if I don't make you: a Plain, Honeſt, 
Reaſonable Anſwer to it, be pleas d the next Minute to Blot my 
Name out of-your Table Book, never more to be Enroll'd in the 
Senſeleſs Catalogue of thoſe vain Coxcombs, that Impudently 
hope to come into your Favour. 
Cla. This Infolence ye Tedious : What and) 0 can ng IH: 
poſe by this Aſſurance? — __ | 
At. Hey day?! 
gl. Hold Couſi in — one Moments burg III ſend this 
Minute again to Mr. Freeman, and if he does not immediately ; 
appear, the Difpute will need no farther Argument. a 
At. Mr. Freeman] Who the Devil's he? What, what bave 
I to do with him! 
Syl. Pl ſoon inform you Sir, [ Going meets Wiſhwell N 
Wiſh Madam here's a Footman mightily out of Breath, ſays 
he belongs to Mr. Freeman, and deſires very earneſtly to ſpeak 
with you. | 
Hl. Mr. Freeman | Pray bid him come in what can this meabꝰ 
At. Tou ſee preſently. (Afide.) Re- enter Wiſhwel with Finder. 
2 Ha! 
Come hither Friend, do you belong to Mr. Freeman > 
25 za. Les Madam, and my Poor Maſter gives his humble Ser- 
vice to your Ladyſhip, and begs your Pardon for not waiting 
on you according to his Promiſe: which he would certainly 
have done, but for an Unfortunate Accident. : 
l. What's the matter. ER 
| 2 Fin. 
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Find. As he was. coming out of his Lodgings to pay his Duty 
to you Madam, a Parcel of Fellows Set upon him, and ſaid they 
had a Warrant againſt him; and ſo, becauſe the Raſcals began to 
be Sawcy with him, and wy Maſter kno ing he did nct Owe a 
Shilling in the. World, he Drew to defend himſelf, and in the 
Scuffle, the Bloody Villains Run one of their Swords quite 
through his Arm: but the beſt of the Jeſt was, Madam, that as 
ſoon as they got him into a Houſe, and ſent for a Sur eon, he 
yprov d to be the wrong Perſon, for their Warrant it mv was 
againſt a Poor Scoundrel, that happens they ſay to be very like 


aim, one Col. Standfaſt. 


At. Say you ſo Mr. Dog — if your Maſter had been here,! 
wou d have given him as much. [Give him a Box on the Ear. 
Find. O Lord! Pray Madam fave me I did not ſpeak a 


word to the Gentleman. — O the Devil! this mult be the De- 
vil in the likeneſs of my Maſter ? | 


* I'm Startled ? | 
G. Is this Gentleman fo very like him ſay you? 
þ 1d. Like Madam ? ay, as one Box of the Ear is to another, 
-only I think Madam, my Maſter's Noe is a little, little higher. 
Hl. Now Ladies I preſume the Riddles ſolv'd. 
At. Hark you, where is your Maſter Raſcal ? 827 
Find. Maſter Raſcal ! Sir my Maſter's Name's Freeman, and 
Im a Free-born Ezgliſþ Man, and Tmuſt tell you Sir, that Idon't 
ſe to take ſuch eben Socks of the Face from any Man, that 
does not pay me Wages: And ſo wy Maſter will tel] you too, 
; when he comes Sir. 
Sy. Will he be here then? - 
'F nd. This Minute Madam, he only ſtays to have bis Wound 
Dreſt; 
At. I'm reſolved Ill ſtay that Minute out, if be does not 
come till Midnight. 
Find. A Pox of his Mettle— when his Hand's in, he makes 
- no Difference between Jeſt and. Earneſt I find— If he does not 
Pay me well for this, Egac he ſhall tell the next for him- 
ſef.  [Afade.) 
Find. Has your Ladyſhip any Commands to my Maſter en 
„nil. Yes, ghar give him my humble Service, ſay I'm ſorry 
for frs Misfortune, and if he thinks *twill do his Wound no 
harm, I beg 15 all means he may be brought hither immediately. 
| Find. Shall 
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Find *Shah ! his Wound Madam, I know he does not va- 
hae it of a Ruſh: for he'ft have the Devil and all of Actions a- 


gainſt the Rogues, for falſe Impriſonment, and ſmart Mony 


Exit. 
At. | Afde.] The Dog has done it rarely, for a Lye upon the 


| Ladies! kiſs your Hands — Sir I nothing at all. 


ſtretch 1 don't know a better Raſcal in Europe. 
Euter an Officer. 


06. Ay! Now I'm ſure I'm right— 1 15 not your Name Coll. 


Stand faſt Sir? 
At. Yes Sir, what then. 
Off Then you are my Priſoner Sir.. 


At. Your Priſoner, who the Devil are you? a Bayliffe 21 


don't Owe a Shilling. 


Off I don't care if you don't Sir, I have a Warrant againſt 
you for high Treaſon, and I muſt have you away this Minute. 
Ar. Look you Sir, depend upon't, this is but ſome impertinent 
malicious Proſecution : You may venture to ftay a Quarter of 
an Hour I'm ſure, I have ſome Buſineſs here till then, that con- 


cerns me nearer than my Life. 
C/4, Have but ſo much Patience, and Til ſatisfic you for your 
Civility. 

Off I cou d not ſtay a Quarter of an Hour Madam, if you'd 
give me five hundred Pound. 

Hl. Can't you take Bail Sir? 

Of Bail! no! no! 

Cla. Whether muſt he be Carried? 

Off: To my Houſe, till he's Examined before the Council. 

Cla. Where is your Houle ? 

Off Juſt by the Secretarys Office, every Body knows Mr, 
Lockum the Meſſenger —— come Sir. 
At. I can't ſtir yet indeed Sir. [Lays his Hand on his Sword. 

Of: Nay look you, if you are 5 that Play —-—come in 
Gentlemen, away with him. [ Enter Muſqueteers and force him off. 


Hl. This is the ſtrangeſt Accident; I am extreamly Sorry for 


the Collonels misfortne, but I am as heartily g glad he is not Mr. 
Freeman. 

Ca. Tm afraid you will find him ſfo—1 ſhall never change 
my Opinion of him, till I ſee em Face to Face. 

Hl. Well Couſin let em be two, or one, I'm reſolved to 


ſtick to Mr. Freeman : For to tell you the Truth, this laſt you 
I 1a8 


— — on 
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bas too much of the Confident Rake in him to pleaſe me, but 
there is a Modeſt Sincerity in tothers Converſation that's 
Irreſiſtible. | Os. | 
Cla. For my part, I am almoſt Tir'd with his Impertinence ei- 
ther way, and cou d find in my Heart to trouble my ſelf no more 
about him; and yet methinks it provokes me, to have a Fel- 
low outface my Senſes.  _ | | 
cyl. Nay, they are ſtrangely like, I own, but yet if you obſerve 
nicely, Mr. Freemar's Features are more Pale, and Penfive than 
"the Collonels.  : : | 
Clar. When Mr. Freeman comes, I'll be cloſer in my Obſer- 
vation of him in the mean time let me Conſider, what I really 
propoſe by all this Buſtle I make about him: ſuppoſe, (which I 
can never believe) they ſhou d prove two ſeveral Men at laſt, I 
don't find that Im Fool enough to think of Marrying either of 
em: Nor (whatever Airs I give my ſelf) am] yet Mad enough 
to do worſe with'em. — Well! ſince I don't deſign to come 
to a cloſe Engagement my ſelf then? why ſhou'd not I gene- 
rouſly ſtand out of the way, and wake Room for one that 
.wou'd ? no, can't do that neither — I want methinks, to con- 
vict him firſt of being one and the ſame Perſon, and then to 
have him convince my Couſin, that he likes me better than 
her, — ay, that wou'd do! and to confeſs my Infirmity, I ſtill 
find (tho' i don't care this for the Fellow) while ſhe has the 
aſſurance to nouriſh the leaſt hope of getting him from me, I ſhall 
never be heartily eaſie, till ſhe's heartily Mortified. [Afde.] 
cyl. Yon ſeem very much concern'd for the Collonel's Miſ- 
fortune Couſin. | ; 
Cla. His Misfortunes ſeldom hold him long, as you may ſee ; 
for here he comes. Enter Atall, as Mr. Freeman. 
Syl. Bleſs me! K e 
At. I am ſorry Madam, I con'd not be more punctual to your 
obliging Commands: But the Accident that prevented my com- 
ing ſooner, will, I hope, now give me a pretence to a better 
welcome than my laſt; For now Madam | to Cla.] your Miſtake's 
ſet right I preſume, and I hope you won't expect Mr. Freeman 
to anſwer for all the miſcarriages of Col. Standfaſt. | 
f Cla. Not in the leaſt Sir: The Collonel's able to anſwer for 
= bHhimfelfI find! ha ha! ha! 1 3 
4. Was not my Servant with you Madam? [to Syl.] 


Ol, 


"ok Sick Ladys Cie: „ 


H.. Yes, yes Sir, he has told us all- I'll ſeem to believe any 


thing rather than not engage him from her. (Afde.) And | am 
ſorry you have paid ſo Dear for a proof of your Innocence : Had 
you come two Minutes ſooner, you wou'd have been as much 
ſurprizd_ as we; for the Collonel , that ſtrange Image of 
you, was here. 

At. O Dear Madam, why wou'd you part w ithhim, when 
I had ſent you word before, [ wou'd be with you as ſoon as my 
Wound was Dreſt. 

S/. Twas not in our power to keep him Sir, for it ſcemsthe 
ak Officer that Miſtook you for him, purſued him hither, 
and hurried him away to Priſon. 

At. Td give the World methinks to ſie him ! what ſay you 


Madam, have you curioſity enough to take Coach immediatel ſi 


and carry me to him? 
Hl. You'l excuſe me if I don't deſire to bring you together; 


Fl while the ſmart of the Wound you received upon 


his Account is ſo freſh upon you, Iwou'd not hazard you in a 
new Quarrel. 


Cla. Lard! how happy the Creature is. (Aſide.) 


At. O Fy! Madam upon my Faith I have not the leaſt Malice 


in the World to the Gentleman. 


Cla. Nor the Gentleman to you I dare Swear Sir! ha! ha! ha! 
For Aſſurance and Credulity . I thank my Stars, I never ſaw a 


Couple better Match't in my Life before ! ha! ha! why won't 
you go to the Meſſengers Couſin, and prove me in the wrong, 


you'l ſee no danger of a New Quarrel take my word fort; for 


I'm ſtrangely afraid, that the only way in Nature to bring this 
Gentleman and the Collonel Face to Face, 1s to hold him a 
Looking-Glaſs ! ha! ha! ha! 

At. 1 hope Madam you won't take it Ill, if the Fury of this 
Accuſation ſhon'd not raiſe me to a deſire of Convincing you 
of my Innocence, while this Lady's ſatisfied of it, you Pardon 
me, if I am not under the leaſt degree of Concern about it. 

9 And for me Couſin, I ſhall make but few words with 
you, you may endeavour as much as you pleaſe, to amuſe and 


confound me with Fears, Doubts, and Jeaoluſies of Perſons, but 


neither all the Truth, or Artifice under Heaven, will be able to 
Convince me, that this Gentleman, is not this Gentle- 
2 — and therefore unleſs you can prove him to 
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be no body at all, I'd adviſe you to ſet your Heart at reſt; fer 
what I deſign, you'l find I ſhall come to a ſpeedy Reſolution in. 
At. © Generous Reſolution |! | 8 1 
Cla. Well Madam, ſince you are ſo Tenacious of your Con- 
queſt, I hope you] give me the ſame Liberty; and not expect 
the next time you fall a Cry ing at the Collonels Gallantry to me; 


ö ; that my good Nature ſnou d give you up my Pretenſions to him. 


And for you Sir ——T ſhall only tell you, this laſt Plot was not 
ſo cloſely laid, but that a Woman of a very ſlender Capacity, 
you'l find has Wit enough to diſcover it. Exit. Cla. 
At. So! She's gone to the Meſſengers I ſuppoſe but poor 
Soul, her Intelligence there will be extreamly ſmall : LAſide.] 
Well Madam, I hope at leaſt your Scruples are over. 
Sy. You can't blame me Sir, if now we are alone, I own my 


elf a little more ſurpriz'd at her poſitiveneſs, than my Womans 


Pride wou'd let me confeſs before her Face; and yet methinks 
there is a Native Honeſty in your Look, that tells me I am not 
Miſtaken, and may Truſt. you with my Heart. 

At. O! for Pity ſtill preſerve that tender thought, and fave. 


me from Deſpair. Enter Clerimont. 


Cler. Ha! Freeman again / is it poſſible? 

At. How now Clerimont, what are you ſurpriz d at? 

Cler. Why, to ſee thee almoſt in to Places at one time, tis 
but this Minute I met the very Image of thee with the Mob a- 

bout a Coach, in the Hands of a Meſſenger, whom | had the 
Curioſity to ſtop, and call to; and had no other Proof of his 
not being thee, but that the Spark wou'd not know me !. 

Fl. Strange! I almoſt think Tm really not Deceiv'd. 

Cler. *Twas certainly Clarinda Lſaw go out in a Chair juſt 
now it muſt be ſhe--the Circumſtances are too ſtrong for 
a. Miſtake : | A4frde.]. | 
Sz. Well Sir, to caſe you of your Fears, now I dare own to 
you, that mine are ver. [To At. 

Cler. what a Coxcomb have I made my ſelf? to ſerve my Rival 
en with my own Miſtreſs, but *tisat leaſt ſome eaſe to know him: 
ll I have to hope is, that he does not know the Aſs he has 
made of me —- that might indeed be fatal to him. =[ Afde.] 

a bbs. Enter Sylvias Aunt. 

Aint, O my Dear Niece, Tm glad I have found you: Your 

Father and I have been hunting you all the Town over. 


9* 
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Hl. My Father in Town? 

2 He waits below in the Coach for you: He man needs 
have you come away this Minute; and talks of having you Mar- 
ried this very Night to the Fine Gentleman he ſpoke to you of. 

Sl. What do I hear? | 

45 If ever ſoft Compaſhon toucht your Soul, give me a 
Word of Comfort in this laſt Diſtreſs, to lave me from the Hor- 
rors that ſurround me? 

Sl. You ſee we are Obſervd — but yet depend upon my 
Faith, as on my Life — in the mean time Pl} uſe my utmoſt 
Power to avoid my Fathers haſty Will: in two Hours you ſhall 
know my Fortune and my Family — Now don't follow me, 


as you'd preſerve my Friendſhip. Come Madam. Exit with Aunt. 


At. Death! How this News alarms me ? I never felt the Pains | 
of Love before. 

Cler. Now then to eaſe, or to revenge my Fears —= This 
ſudden change of your Countenance Mr. Atall, looks as if you 
had a mind to Banter your Friend into a Belief of your being re- 
ally in Love with the Lady that juſt now left you. 

At. Faith Clerimont, I have too much Concern upon me at 
this time, to be capable of a Banter; or if I were, I don't ſee - 
any uſe it cou'd be of in this Affair: "But to deal at once Sin- 
cerely with you: There's ſomething in this Creatures Beauty, 
and ſoft Temper, that ſtirs my very Reaſon into a Tenderneſs, 
that all her Glittering Sex before cou'd. never raiſe me to. 

Cler. Ha ! he ſeems really touch't, and I begin now only to 
fear Clarinda's Conduct Well Sir, if it be ſo Im glad to ſee a 
Convert of you; and now in return to the little Services I have 
done you, in helping you to carry on your Affair with both 
theſe Ladies at one time, give me leave to ask a Favour of 
you —— Be ſtill Sincere, and we may ſtill be Friends. 

At. You ſurprize me but uſe me, as you find me. 

Cler. Have you no Acquaintance with a certain Lad y, 
whom you have lately heard me own I was unfortunately in 
Love with. 

At. Not that I know of, Fm ſure not as the Lady you are in 
Love with: But pray why do you ask? 

Cler. Come, Vl be Sincere with you to: Becauſe I have ſtrong - 
Circumſtances,” that convince me 'cis one of thoſe two o you have 
1920 ſo buſie about . 

a . Net: 
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. Not She you ſaw with me I hope! 


Cler. No, I mean the other — But to clear the Doubt at 
once, is her Name Clarinda ? 


At. L own it is: But had I in the alt been warn d of your 


Pretences— 


- Cler. Sir I dare believe you, and tho' you may have pre- 


vail'd even againſt her Honor, your ignorance of my Paſſion 


for her, makes you ſtand at leaſt Excus d to me. 


Cler: No, by all the Solemn Proteſtations Tongue can utter, 
her Honour is untainted yet for me; nay, even "Unattempted * | 


Nor had Jever an Opportunity, chat cou d encourage th 
diſtant Thought againſt it. Se the moſt 


Cler. You own ſhe has rece ivd your Gallantrys at leaſt ! 


At. Faith not to be Vain, ſhe has indeed taken ſome Pains 
to Pique her Couſin about me; and if her Beautiful Couſin had 


not fallen into my way at the fame time, 1 muſt own, tis very 
poſſible I might have endeavour'd to puſh my Fortune with 
her : But ſince I now know your Heart, put my Friendſhip to 
a Trial. 

Cler. Only this if I hon · d be reducd to ask it of you, 


promiſe to confeſs your Impoſture, and your Paſſion t 
Couſin before her Face. Y ion to her 


At. There's my Hand, 


III do't to right my Friend and 


Miſtreſs. But Dear Clerimont you'l pardon me, if I leave you 


here: For my poor Incognitas Affairs at this time, are in a very 


- Critical Condition. 


Cler. No Ceremony 


At. Adieu. IL Atall. 
Women! What Crazy Veſſels do we truſt our Fortunes in? 


Now will J reproach her, humble her into Same; 


Deſpiſe, and leave her to her Vanities for ever. 
Ha ! ſhe's here. 


I releaſe you 


Ente, Clarinda. 
Cla. I am more Confdnhded now than ever — I ſcarce 
know what to think The Meſſenger confeſſes the Collonel 
is ſtill his Priſoner, but that his Orders are to give no Soul ad- 


mittance to him — Ha! Clerimont ! pray Heav'n he has not 
Diſcover d me! 


Cler. You ſeem Diſorder F Madam ſome un bir 


* has I fear befallen you? 


3 Me a Tis 
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Cla. Tis ſo ! I ſee by his Affurance — O Guilt! what 
Cowards doſt thou make of us —— But let him not inſult 
too far. [Aſide. 

Cler. What, not a Word! > are you Conſcious of any Wrong 
you have done me Madam, that you ſtand thus confounded at 
the Sight of me? 

Cla. You have a very familiar way of expreſſing your ſelf Sir: 

Cler. Twas my Opinion of your Virtue Madam, that kept 
me Humble: But now that's loſt, methinks you ſhou'd expect 
to be treated as you are — 

Cla. What do you mean? 

Cler. That two Lovers, and Reputation, are inconſiſtent. 

Cla. What! has your Vanity then Flatter'd you to ſuppoſe 
have receiv'd you for One? 

CJer. Oh! Why truly Madam, conſidering the Converſation 
that has paſs d between us, I do ill-inſiſt, that! might pretend 
to the Poſt : But in Love as in War, a Man of Honour can, t ſee 
another put over his Head, without laying down his Com- 
miſſion at leaſt : For twere as Infamous to ſerve you now, as 
'twou'd have once been Glorious. | 

Cla. Tis falſe! you never thought ſo —— The Man that re- 
ally loves, wouw'd not dare to ſee the Faults you tax me with; 
much leſs, with ſuch Malicious Inſolence to tell me of em. 

Cler. Come]! Come you know I Loy'd you to a Folly, or 
you had never dar'd to uſe me thus. 

Cla. The Man that ſcorns to ſtand a Womans idle Trial of 
his Temper, g1ves better Proofs of Difcerning Malice, than 
his Paſſion. 

Cler, He that fears to upbraid a Woman for- Abandon'd Li- 
berties, like yours, may by his Silence (whatever her Pretence 
is) encourage her to make a real uſe of 'em. 

Cla. AGood Nature word at leaſt impute the Fault rather to 
want of Judgment, than of Virtue : But I am glad I am fo ear- 
ly warn'd againſt your Temper; had I ner tried it, my truſt- 

ing it too far, as once my Folly thought to do, might have 

made me Miſerable for ever. 

- Cler. Ha! Hoy Subtilly that ſoft Thought melts down my 

Anger: I dare not look on her. Afrde. 

Enter Wiſhwell. 
Wi 1 Madam, Sir Solomon deſires to ſpeak with you, he has 


— — 
N \ 
% 
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juſt receiv d a Letter out of Torkſtzre, from the Gentlemans Fa- 
ther he ſays, that is propos d to Marry you. 
Ca. Coming 25 1 Exit. Wiſh. 
Cler. You muſt not, fhall not — cannot ſtir on this Occaſion. 
Cla. Vi go by all the Injuries I have born from you — II 
do at leaſt a Juſtice to my Fame, and Wed the groſſeſt Fool 
alive, rather than not revenge me on the Sawcy Jealouſie that 
durſt attaint it. | 3 | 
_,Cler. Hear me but one Word. 7 | 
Cla. Never, but for your greater Torment know — —— 
you ve loſt a Heart, that wounds it ſelf for you Exit. 
© Cler. O Cruel Kindneſs ! why ſo late Confeſs d? What wou'd 
not this Secret told in gentler Terms have wrought me to 
But tis the Sexes Nature to be vainly Cruel. OR | 


9 Theſe kind Thoughts own'd in Spite, too plainly prove, 
* with them has ſweeter Charms than Love. 
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Aer Clerimont and Careleſs. 


--Cler. And fo you took the Opportunity of her Fainting to 
carry her off: Pray how long did her Fit laſt? * 
Care. Why faith I fo humour d her Affectation, that tis 

hardly over yet: for I told her her Life was in Danger, and 
Swore if ſhe wou'd not let me fend for a Parſon to Marry her 
before ſhe Dy'd, Id that Minute ſend for a Shroud, and be 

Buried alive with her in the ſame Coffin: But at the apprehen- 
= ſion of fo terrible a Thought, (he pretended to be frighten'd 

into her right Senſes again; and forbid me her Sight for 

ever -— ſo that in ſhort, my Impudence is almoſt Exhauſted, 
ber Aflectation is as Unſurmountable as anothers real Virtue, and 
AI muſt ev'n catch her that way, or dye without her at laſt. 


| 
nol? 
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cler. How do you mean? 


Care. Why, if I find I can't impoſe upon her by Humili- 
ty, which Ill try; Pll ev'n turn Rival to my ſelf in a very 


Fantaſtical Figure, that I'm ſure ſhe won't be able to re- 


ſiſt, Cc. You muſt know ſhe has of late been Flatter'd, 


that the Muſcovite, Prince Alexander is Dying for her, tho? he 
never ſpoke-to her in his Life — 


Cler. J underſtand you: So you'l krlt venture to Pique her 


againſt you, and then let her Marry you in another Perſon 
to be reveng'd of you. 3 
Care. One of the two ways I believe, I'm pretty ſure to 
{ucceed. n | 3 3 
Cler. Extravagant enough ! Prithee is Sir Solomon in the 
next Room? | 


Care, What, you want bis Aſſiſtance, Clarinds's in her 


Airs again! 
Chex. Faith Careleſs, I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you, but 
I muſt needs ſpeak with him. | Eo 
Care. Come along then. [Excunt. 
Enter Supple and Capt. Strutt. 


Sup. If you pleaſe to walk in Sir, my Maſter will wait 


Here he is — 


upon you preſently 


Enter Sir Solomon. 
Capt. Your Servant Sir. 1 | 

Sir Sol. Oh! yours Sir. Have you any Commands for me? 

Capt. Sir I hear you are a Man of Honour, and underſtand 
a Sword. 5 5 „ en 2 
Sir Sol. Sir I know a little of the Law, and I believe 
that's as well, 

Capt. But Men of Honour are above Law Sir, and I have 
been once with you before Sir, and I come now to tell you 
once for all, That if I don't Marry your Niece, you muſt 
meet me behind Mount ag ue Houſe. n 

Sir Sol. Meet you! For what Sir ? 

Capt. With your Sword in Hand Sir. 

Sir So. By Gingo Captain, but I won't — 1 don'c like 
your Company ſo well. | | 

Capt. Then Sir Ill Poſt you for a Coward. 


Sir Sol. Then Sir you'll Poſt your ſelf for a Mad man — 
| ; | 3 


1 : . * 125 \ ; 0 . 
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For * m a Citizen of London, have Fin'd for Alderman, and 
Will Fight with ner a Beggarly Rake of you all. 

Capt, Then I muſt tell you Sir, you are a Pittiful put, 
and have neither Honour nor Coura | | 
Sir Sol. And I maſt tell you, Sir. 1 have both; for I pay 
my Debts, and fear no Bailiff alive Sir — Which, I be- 
lieve is more than you can ſay, Moſt Terrible Captain, en 
Capt. Look you Sir, I'll ſpoil her Fortune, III follow "i 
to the Church, and the Play Houſe 5 Pll knock every Man 
, down that looks at her, and cut my Coxcombs Throat that 

retends to her. 

Sir Sol. Sir, if you talk at this rate to me, Pl! Swear the 
Peace againſt you, and Bind you to a ſtrange Companion, 
your Good Behaviour, 
Enter Clerimont. | 
der. What's the matter Sir Solomon ? 

Sir Sol. Why here's an impertinent Beggarly Fellow, Swears 
he'll have my Niece, or Cut my Throat.. 

Cler. How Sir? 

Capt. Sir, I am in Love with his e among the reſt of 
the Great Fortunes of the Town : Sir, I have follow'd her 
at a Diſtance this Twelve Months, and have ſpent an Hun- 
dred Pound after her in fair Perriwigs, Red Stockings, and 


| Sword Knotts. 


Cher. Did you ever ſpeak to her Sir? 

Capt. No Sir, but I have done all that's Neceſſary, or 
Uſual with Soldiers. I have Toſted her, Bow'd to her, 
Walk'd- with my Arms croſs, and Ogled her. 

(ler. [Looking nearly on him.] Hum! is not your Name Strat ? 
Capt. Ay Sir, Capt. Strutt, and as Good a Family 
(ler, As ever was Kick'd Sirrah ! was not you my Fathers 

Foorman at the Revolution? Ill ©6ol your Love Mr. Dog ! 


[Kzcks him. 
Sir Sol. By Gingo Captain I did not know you wou'd take 
a Beating — There — now han'c 1 Courage Captain? 


Capt. Sir, as I was your Fathers Footman, I take theſe | 
Blows ; but as I am a Captain of the Militia —— _ 
Cler. You'll take em better I know — | Kicks him again. 
Capt. Blood! Sir — don't think Sir — — Dammy Sir, 
I ſhall expect — : Exit. 


Sir Sol. 
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Sir Sol. 0 Dear Mr. Clerimont, l'm perſuaded hell Fight 1 Yer, 


Cler. Never apprehend 1 It Sir: I Vow I aid pot know the 
Rogue, he was fo alter'd. 

Sir Sol. Really Sir my Niece and are extreamly oblig d 
to you for this: And to ſhow you Pm in carneſt, if you like 
the Conditions [told you of, She's yours. 

Cler. That indeed. was wy buſt nels to you now Sir — and 
if you pleaſe 

Sir Sol. Here's Company come into the next Room. Exc unt. 

Enter La. Dainty, La. Sadlife ana Carclels. 

La. Da. This rude boiſterous Man has given me a thouſand 
Diſorders; the Cholick, the Spleen, the Palpitation of the 
Heart, and Convulſions all over — Huh! hub ! — 1 muſt 
fend for the Doctor. 

La. Sad. Come, come, Madam ev'n pardon him, and let 
him be your Phyſician — do but obſerve his Penitence —-— 
ſo Humble, he dares not ſpeak to you. 

Care. [ Folds his Arms, and Sighs.] Oh! 

La. Sad. How can you bet him Sigh ſo ? 

La. Da. Nay, let him Groan for nothing but his 
Pangs can eaſe me. 


Care. [ Kneels and preſents her his Drawn Sword | opening his 


Breaſt. Be then at once moſt Barbarouſlly Juſt, and take your 


Vengeance here. 
La. Da. No, I give thee Life to make thee Miſerable ; Live, 
that my reſenting Eyes may kill thee every Hour. 
Care. Nay then, there's no relief but — this 
| [Offering at his Sword, La. Sadlife holds him. 
La. Sad. Ah! For Mercies ſake Barbarous Creature, 
how can you ſee him thus? 
La. Da. Why I did not bid him Kill himſelf: But do you 
really think he would ha? don't. 
Za. Sad. Certainly, if 1 had not prevented it. 
La. Da. Strange Paſſion! But tis its Nature to be Violent, 
when one makes it deſpair. 
La, gad. Won't you ſpeak to him? 
| La. Da. No, but if your -— — is enough concern'd to be 
his Friend, you may tell him — not that it really is ſo — but 
you may ſay —= you believe I pitty him. 
La. Sad. Sure Love was never more ridiculous on both ſides ! 
K 2 | Enter 
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WED Enter Wiſhwell. , 
Mb. Madam, here's a Page from Prince Alexander, deſires 
to give a Letter into your Ladyſhips own Hands, 

| . Da. Prince Alexander! what means my Heart, I come 


to him. TI 
Lu. Sad, By no means Madam, pray let him come in. 
Care. Ha! Prince Alexander | nay then I've found out the 
ſecret of this Coldneſs Madam. Os 
: | | Enter Page. | | 
Paze. Madam his Royal Highneſs Prince Alexander, my 
Maſter, has commanded me on pain of Death, Thus Keeling.) 
to deliver this, The Burning Secret of his Heart. 
La. Da. O Grace of Grandeur! Happy! Happy Climate! 
where ſuch Reſpect, and High Diſtinctions are familar. Reads.] 
Moſt Divine Lady, 5 


oo * The fiery Fate that's Darted from the Cannons Mouth, is vot ſo 


© ſure, or ſudden, 43 the ſubtle Lightning of your Refulgent Eyes; 
© (Enchanting) ike Death, you level Princes with the Peaſant - 
Arreſiſtable) I beg the immediate Eaſe, and honour of Kiſſing 
Jour fair Hands in Perſon, that I may ſilence at once all ſamcy 

* Rival's hopes, and own the Paſſion of a Prince, whoſe Wounds 
Ezre only worthy the relief of ſuch Immortal Beauty. 

Tranſcendent Glory this is indeed a Conqueſt, worthy of 
my Sexes higheſt Price 1 

Care. So | {he Bites rarely. _ 

La. Sad Shel {ſwallow all ne're doubt it. F[ Aſide. 
LA. Da Where is the Prince? > e N 
Page. Repos'd in private, on a Mourning Pallat, till your 
Commands vouchſafe to Raiſe him. 

Ls. Sad. By all means Receive him here immediately, I 
have the Honour to be a little known to his Highneſs. 

La. Da. The Favour Madam is too great to be Reſiſted: 
pray tell his Highneſs then, the Honour of the Viſit he deſigns 
me, makes me Thankful, and Impatient ! huh ! huh ! 

4 5 | 8 | Exit. Page. 
Care. Are my ſufferings Madam ſo ſoon forgot then! was 
{bur Flatter'd with the hope of pit? | | 
I. Da. The Happy have whole 3 thoſe they chooſe. 
Ex. reſenting.] The Unhappy have but Hours, and thoſe 
mey looſe. Exit. Repeating. | 


La. Sad. 
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Ta. Sad. Don't you looſe a Minute then. 

Care. L'll warrant you ten thouſand Thanks Dear Madam, 
I1] be Transform'd in a ſecond. Excunt Severally. 

_— Enter Clarinda in Man's Habit, 

Cla. Sol? | Pm in for't now ! how ſhall come off, I can't 
tell, *ewas but a bare ſaving Game I made with Clerimont; his 
Reſentment had brought my Pride to it's laſt Legs, Diſſemb- 
ling: And if the Poor Man had not Lov'd me too well, 1 
had made but a Diſmal humble Figure — I have us'd him 11t, 
that's certain, and he may en thank himſelf for'r — he wou'd 
be Sincere, and I ſaw I was ſure of him —— which was more 
than I cou'd ſay by my double-Fac'd Collonel, whom conle- 
quently I was in fear of loſing: Beſide, I cou'd not bear to let 
another Dreſs up her Vahity in any Lover of mine, tho? I did 
not deſign to wear him my felt - Well (begging my Sex: 
es Pardon) we do make the ſillieſt Tyrants — we had better 
be reaſonable ; for (do em right) we don't run half the hazard 
in obeying the good ſenſe of a Lover, at leaſt, I'm reduced now 

to make the Experiment. Here they come. 

Enter Sir Solomon and Clerimont. 

Sir Sol. What have we here ! another Captain ? if I were 
ſure he were a Coward now, I'd Kick him before he ſpeaks — 
is your Bulineſs with me Sir ? | g 

Cla. If your Name be Sir Solomon Sadlife, 

Sir Sol. Les Sir it is, and Ill maintain it as Antient as any, 
and Related to moſt of the Families in England. 

Cla. my Buſineſs will convince you Sir, that I think wet! 
of it. | 

Sir Sol. And what is your Buſineſs Sir ? 

Cla. Why Sir— you have a Pretty Kinſwoman call'd Clarinda. 

Cler. Ha! EX | | 

Sir Sol. And what then Sir - ſuch a Rogue as to'ther.[ Aſide. 

Cla. Now Sir, I have ſeen her, and am in Love with her. 

Cler. Say you ſo Sir! — I may chance to Cure you of it. 

ONE | | Aſide 

Cla. And to back my Pretenſions Sir, I have a good Fiftcen 
Hundred Pound a Year Eſtate, and am, as you ice a Pretty 
Fellow into the Bargain. 

Sir Sol. She that Marrys you Sir, will have a choice Par- 
gain indeed. F 


Cla. In 


* 


„o The Double Gallant, or 
Ci. la ſhort dir, Mil give you a Thouſand Guineas to make 
up the Matcg. | W 5 

Sir Sol. Hum — [| Aſide.] But Sir my Niece is provided for. 

Cler. That's well. Aide. | 5 
Sir Sol. But if ſhe were not Sir, I muſt tell you, ſhe is not 

to be Caught with a Smock Face and a Feather Sir — and —— 


and —— let me (ee you an Hour hence. [| Aſiae.] 


Cla. Well ſaid Unkle. | 4fide.] —- — But Sir, Pm in Love 
with her, and poſitively will have her. les pad 

Sir Sol. whether ſhe like's you or no Sir? 

Cla. Like me! ha! ha! Id fain ſee a Woman, that diſlikes 
a Pretty Fellow with 1500 J. a Year, a white Whig, and 
black Eye-brows.. 45 | 

Cler. Hark you young Gentleman, there muſt go more than 


all this, to the Gaining of that Lady Tales Cla. Aſide. 


Sir Sol. [-Afide. | A 1005 Guineas, that's 500 more than 1 
propos d to get of Mr. Clerimont — but my Honour is En- 
gag'd - Ay but then here's a Thouſand Pound to Releaſe 
it — now ſhall I take the Mony, it muſt be ſo-—Coin will 
carry it. : CT: ol 
Cla. Oh Sir, if that be all, I'll ſoon remove your Doubts, 
and Pretenſions — Come Sir, III try your Courage. 

_ Cler. I am afraid you won't Young Gentleman. 

Cla. As Young as I am Sir, you ſhall find I ſcorn to turn 
my Back to any Man. [Ex. Cla. and Cler. 

Sir Sol. Ha | they are gone to fight — with all my Heart — 
a fair chance at leaſt for a better Bargain: For if the Young 
Spark ſhou'd let the Air into my Friend Clerimomt's Midriff 
now, it may poſſibly cool his Love too, and then there's my 
Honour ſafe, and 1000 Guineas.— 2 [Ex.] 

Enter La. Dainty, and Lady Sadlife. | 
La. Da. Don't you think the Prince long? But Great Per- 
ſons are diſtinguiſh't by a peculiar ſlowneſs in their Motion. 

La. Sad. Now am | Jurpriiz'd at your Curioſity ; for I'm 
confident you won't like him when you ſee him. 

La, Da. I have ſeen him e'n Paſſant from my Window, and 
if the diſtance did not deceive me, I thought there was ſome- 
thing ſo agreeably Bizarre in his Appearance. | 

La. Sad. Extreamly Bizarre indeed, for he has a fierce 
Tawny Face, and odious Whuskers. 8 — 


, 
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La, Da. Which in ſome Countrys are allow'd the moſt 
diſtinguiſhing marks of Beauty. 

La. Sad. But your Ladyſhip I know allows no Beauty, 
without a certain Delicacy and Tenderneſs of Perſon. 

La. Da. Um — that's partly True'z but the Idea have con- | 
ceiv'd of the Princes Figure, has in ſome meaſure —- remov'd 4 
that Sickly Weakneſs of my Taſt. [ 
La, Sad. Tam glad to find your Ladyſhip a little Reconcil'd { 
to the uſeful Beautys of a Lover = but here comes the Prince. wn 

| Enter Cateleſs as Prince Alexander. 

La. Da. Your Highnefs Sir, has done me Honour in this 
Viſit. - of | | 

Care, Madam. — [Salutes her.] 

La. Da, A Captivating Perſon, | | 

Care. May the Days be taken from my Life, and added to 
yours! — moſt Incomparable Beauty'! whiter than the 
Snow, that lies the Year about Unmelted on our Ruſſian 
. Mountains. : 

La. Da. How Manly his Expreſſions are — we are extream- 
ly oblig'd to the Czar for not taking your Highneſs home with 
him. | 

Care. He left me Madam to Learn to be a Ship Carpenter. 

La. Sad. A very Politick Accompliſhment ! - - 

La. Da. And in a Prince intirely New. | 

Care, All his Nobles Madam, are Maſters of ſome uſefnl. 

Science, and molt of our Arms are Quarier'd with Mechani- 

cal Inſtruments,as Hatchets, Hammers, Pickaxes,and Handſaws. - ."M 

La. Da. I admire the Manly Manners of your Court. | 

La. Sad. Oh! ſo infinitely beyond the ſott Idleneſs of ours. 

Care. Tis the Faſhion Ladies for Eaſtern Princes, to pro- 
feſs ſome Trade or other — The laſt Grand Seignior was a 
Lock Smith 

La. Da. How new his Converſation is? 

Care. Too rude I fear Madam, for ſo tender a Compoſition 
as your Divine Ladyſhips. 2 

La. Da. Courtly, to a ſoftneſs too 

Care. Were it poſſible Madam that ſo much Delicacy cou'd 
endure the Martial roughneſs of our Manners and our Country, 

I cannot boaſt, but if a Province at your Feet cou'd make you 

mine, that Province and its Maſter ſhou'd be yours. 
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Native Lover now would have complain'd of the Taxes per- 
baps, and have Haggled with one for a {ſcanty Joynture ut 
of his horrid Lead Mines, in ſome Uninhabitable Mountains 
about an Hundred and Fourſcore Miles from uaheard of London. 
Care. I am inform'd Madam, there is a certain poor Di- 
ſtracted Erg/iſh Fellow, that refus'd to quit his ſawey Pre- 
tenſions to your All-Conquering Beauty, tho' he had heard 
I had my ſelt reſolv'd to Adore you. Careleſs I think they call him. 

La. Da. Your Highneſs wrongs your Merit, to give your 
{elf the leaſt Concern for one ſo much below your Fear. 

Care. When I firſt heard of him, I on the inſtant order'd one 
of my Retinue to ſtrike off his Head with a Scimitar; but they 


told me the free Laws of England al low'd of no ſuch Power: 
So that tho' Im a Prince of the Blood Madam, I am oblig'd 


only to Murther him privately. „ 
La. Da is indeed a reproach to the ill Breeding of our Con- 


ſtitution, not to admit your Power with your Perſon. But if 


the pain of my intire Neglect can end him, pray be eaſie. 
Care. Madam, I am not Revengeful, make him but Miſe- 
rable—Im ſatisficd. in 


| La. Da. You may depend upou't. | 
Care. Pm in ſtrange Favour with her=— — _F/7 


with this Box. | 1 
La. Da. Sweet, or Plain Sir? 


Care. Right Moſco Madam, made of the Skulls of Conquer'd 


Pleaſe you, Ladies to make your Fragrant Fingers familiar 


Enemies. 1 
La. Sad. Gun Powder, às ] Live: 
La. Da. Every thing Manly. 5 N 
La. Sad. Will your Highneſs pleaſe to amuſe your ſelf with 
a2 Diſh of Tea? : 2 
Care. Excuſe me Madam, *tisa Liquor I never heard of, and 
in my own Country I am Fam'd for Regularity in my Diet ; 
even after a Meal, I never exceed a gentle Pint Glaſs of Burnt 
Brandy or Geneva, A Noiſe of Dogs Barking without.] 
La. Da. Ah! What Noiſe is that? 8 
Care. Your Pardon Madam, only a harmleſs Entertainment 
after my own Country Faſhion, that I deſign'd my ſelf the 
Honour of preſenting your 1ncomparable Ladyſhip. 
FF | 2 | La. Sad: 
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- La. Da. Ay! here's Grandeur with addreſs ; an Odious 


. 
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La. Sad. I hope he'll bring in the Bears upon her. [ſide. 
LA. Da. Pray Sir what is it? 


Care. Madam, a ſet of Ruſſian Ladies Lap Dogs, chat Dance 
to admiration. 


La. Da. By all means admit em — I'm taken with the Hu- 
mour. We have had ſomething like em here in Eugland Sir: 

And all People of Faſhion grew ſtrangely fond of ? em. 
= have ſeen all your 

Engliſh Dancing — Madam, but 1 obſerv'd that's generally 
| 3 d — by — fad Doggs — pleaſe you Sit Ladies. 


Care. They cou'd not be Exgliſb then 


A Dance to an odd Tune, imitating Mr. Pinkemans 
Famous Dancing Dogg. 
Lz. Da. Infinitely - New, and Humerous 


bak this 


| Rooms exceeding hot —— I'm Fainting, 


Care. Let this Arm ſupport you Madam. 
La. Sad. The next is cooler; if your Highneſs pleaſes we * 


 witharaw? -. > 


Care. Madam, I am but the Needle to this Northern Star : 
I wait on you. [ Exeunt. 


The SCE N E Changes to the Field. 


| Enter Clarinda and Clerimont. 
Cler. Come Sir, we are far enough. 


| Cla. 1 only wiſh the Lady were by Sir, that the Gen 


might carry her off the Spot: I warrant ſhe' d be mine. 


Cler. That my Talking Hero we ſhall ſoon determine. 

Cla. Not that I think her Handſome, or care a Ruſh for her. 
(ler. Tou are very Mettled Sir, to Fight for a Woman you 
don' t value! 

Cla. Sir I value the Reputation of a Gentleman, and I don't 
think any Young Fellow ought to pretend to it, till he has talk d 


himſelf into a Lampoon, loſt his two or three Thouſand Pound 


at Play, kept luis Miſs, and Kill d his Man. 


er. Very Gallant indeed Sir, but if you pleaſe to handle Roe 


Sword, you'll the ſooner go through your Courſe. 


Ca. Come on Sir ——— l believe Tfhatt give your Miſtreſs a 
truer account of your Heart, than you have done. I have had 


her Heart long enough, and now will have yours. 
Cler. Ha! does ſhe Love you then? - [Endeavonring to draw, 
Cla. Leave you to judge that Sir: But I have lain with her a 


Thouſand 


rr ———— 
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© Fhouſand times; in ſhort, ſo long till Pm tir d of it. 


ler. Villain chou Lyeſt! Draw, or I'll uſe you, as you de- 
ſerve, and Stab you. 


Cla. Take this with you firſt, ——— = Clarinda will never Mar- 


EET i ry him that Murthers me. 


. Cher. She may the Man that vindicates her Honour there- 


fore be quick, or Til keepmy Word—1 find your Sword is not 
for doing things in haſte. 


'Cla. It ſticks to the Scabbard ſo : I believe I did not wipe off 
the Blood of the laſt Man I Fought with. 


Cler. Come Sir! this Trifling ſhall'nt ſerve your Turn, here 
give me yours, and take mine : 

Cla.. With all my Heart Sir, Now haveat you. 

Cler. Death ! You Villain do you ſerve me ſo? 

a { Cler. Draws, and finds only a Hilt in his Hand. 
| Cla. In Love and War Sir all advantages are Fair, ſo we 
Conquer, no matter whether by Force or Stratagem: Come 
quick Sir ! Your Life or Miſtreſs — _ * 

Ger. Neither Death! You ſhall have both or none: 


Here drive your Sword; for only through this Heart you 
reach Clarinda. 


Cla. Death! Sir can you be mad enough to dye for a Wo- 

man that hates you? 

Cler. If that were true, twere greater Madneſs than to live. 

Cla. Why, to my Knowledge Sir, ſhe has usd you baſely, 
falſely, ill, and for no reaſon. 

— No matter, no Uſage can be worſe than the Contempt 
— is oorly, tamely, parting with her — She may abuſe herHeart 


y happy Infidelities, but tis the Pride of mine to be ev'n Miſe- 
Bs Conſtant, _ 


(la. Generous Paſſion-You almoſt tempt me to reſign her to you. 

Cler. You cannot if you wou'd — I wou'd indeed have won 
her fairly from you with my Sword, but ſcorn to take heras your 
Gift. Be quick, and end your Inſotence 

Cla. Yes, thus moſt Generous Clerizzont — you now in- 
deed have fairly vanquiſht me. [Runs to bin.] My Worzans: 
Follies and my Shame be Buried ever here. 


Cler. Ha ! Clarinda ] ist poſſible! my Wonder riſes with my 
Toy — how came you in this Habit? 

Cla. Now you indeed recall my Bluſhes, but 1 had no other 
Veil to hide em while I confeſs d the Injaries I had done your 


— 
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Heart, in Fooling with a Man I never meant on any Terms to 
engage with. Beſide, I know from our late parting, your fear 


of loſing me wou'd reduce you to comply with Sir Solomon sde- 


mands for his Intereſt in your Favour : Therefore as you ſaw, 


I was reſolv'd to ruin his Market by ſeeming to raife it; for he 
| ſecretly took the Offer I made him. 


Cler. Twas Generouſly, and timely offer'd ; for it really pre. 
vented my Signing Articles to him: But if you wou'd heartily 


-convince me that I ſhall never more have need of his Intereſt, 


evn let us ſteal to the next Prieſt, and honeſtly put it out of his 
Power ever to part us. : 

Clu, Why, truly conſidering the TruſtsT have made you,twou'd 
be ridiculous now (I think) to deny you any thing — and if you 
ſhou'd grow weary of me after ſuch Uſage, I can*c blame you 

Cler. Baniſh that Fear; my Flame can never waſte, 

For Love ſincere Refines upon the Taſte. Exeunt. 
Enter Sir Solomon, with Old Mr. Willful; La. Sadlife 
43nd Sylvia Weeping. „„ 

Sir Sol. Troth my Old Friend this is a bad Bnſineſs indeed; 


you have Bound your ſelf in a Thouſand Pound Bond you ſay, 


to Marry your Daughter to a fine Gentleman, and ſhe in the 
mean time it ſeems, 1s fallen in Love with a Stranger. 

O. Will. Look you Sir Sol. it does not trouble me o this: 
For I'll make her do as pleaſe, or Ill ſtarve her. | 

La. Sad. But Sir your Daughter tells me, that the Gentleman 
ſhe Loves, is in every degree in as good Circumſtances as the Per- 
ſon you deſign her for: And if he does not prove himſelf fo 
before to morrow Morning, ſhe will Cheartully ſubmit to what- 
ever you'll impoſe on her 

Will. All Sham! all Sham! only to gain Time I expecemy 
Friend and his Son here immediately, to demand performance of 
Articles; and if her Ladyſhips nice Stomach does not immedi- 


_ ately comply with em, as I told you before, III ſtarve her. 


La. Sad. But conſider Sir, what a perpetual Diſcord muſt a 
Forc'd Marriage probably produce? | 
Will. Diſcord ! Pſhaw ! waw ! One Man makes as good a 
Husband as another — AMonths Marriage will ſet all to rights 
I warrant you --- You know the Old Saying Sir Solomon, Lying 
together makes Piggs Love. Diſcord Quotha! No! no! Young 
Women are like Fiddles, if they are Play'd upon, they muſt 
make good Muſick whether they will or no. | 
| 3 L 2 La. Sad. 


— — — 
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La. Sad. (To Sylvia,) What ſhall we do for you, there's no 
altering him — Did not your Lover promiſe to come to your 
Aſſi france ? | 
5 0 l. I expect him every Minute — but can't 1 "DFR him 
the leaſt hope of my Redemption — This is he 
2 Enter Atall Undicg 1 4. | 


At. My Sylvia ! Dry thoſe render Eyes, for while there's 
Life. there's Hope. 


La. Sad, Ha! is't he? but! muſt ſmother my Confufion! 


Mill. How now Sir! Pray who gave you Commiſſion to be 
ſio familiar with my Daughter? 


At. Your Pardon Sir; but when you know me right, you 41 


neither think my Freedom or my Pretenſions Familiar or Diſ- 
- honourable. | 


Mill. Why Sir, what pretenſions have you to her ? 

At. Sir 1 ſav'd her Life at the Hazard of my own: That gave 
me a Pretence to know her, knowing her made me Love, and 
Gratitude made her receive it. 

Wil. Ay Sir, and ſome very good Reaſons beſt known to my 
{1t, make me refuſe it — Now what will you do? 


At. I can't tell yet Sir — but if you'll do me the Favour to let 
me know thoſe Reaſons 


Mill. Sirl don't think my ſelf oblig'd to 40 either; but III 
tell you what I'll do for you, ſince you ſay you Love my Daugh- 


ter, and ſhe Loves you, Ell put you in the neareſt way to get her. 


At. Don't Flatter me I beg you Sir. 
Mill. Not 1 upon my Soul Sir, for look you — tis only this, 
get my Conſent, and you ſhall have her. 

| AM [ beg your Pardon Sir, for eg to talk Reaſon 
to you. But to return your Raillery, give me leave to tell 
you, when any Man Marrys her but my felt, he muſt extreamly | 
ask my Conſent. 

Will. Before George, thou art a very pretty Impucent Fellow, 
and 1 am ſorry I can't Puniſh her Diſobedience, by throwing 
her away upon thee. - 


At. You'll have a great deal of Plague about this buſineſs Sir, 
for I ſhall be mighty difficult to give up my Pretenſions to her. 


Wl. Bah! its a thouſand Pitties I can't comply with thee : 
Thon wilt certainly be a thriving Fellow ; for thou doſt really ſet 
the beſt Face upon abad Cauſe that ever ſaw ſince I was born. 


At. Come Sir, — once more Railtery apart; fuppoſe [ prove 
my felt of equal Birth and Fortune, to deſerve he 49 7 1 
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Wil. Sir, if you were Eldeſt Son to the Cham of Tartary, or 
"had the Dominions of the Great Mogul Entail'd upon you and 
your Heirs for ever; it wou'd ſignify no more than the Bite of 
my Thumb — The Girl's Diſpos'd of, I have Match'd her al- 
ready upon a Thouſand Pound Forfcit, and faith ſhe ſhall fairly 
Run for't, tho ſhe's Yerk'd, and Flea'd from the Creſt to the 
Crupper. 

At. Confuſion ! 

Sl. What will become of me? 

Will. And if you don't think me 1n carneſt now, here comes 
one that will convince you of my Sincerity 

At. My Father ! Nay then my Ruin 1s inevitable. 

Enter Sir Harry Atall. 

Sir Har. [To At.] O ſweet Sir, have I found you at haſt ? 
Your very Humble Servant: What's the reafon pray, that you have 
had the Aſſurance to be almoſt a Fortnight in Town, and never 
come near me; eſpecially when I ſent you Word I had Buſineſs 
of ſuch Conſequence with you. | 

At. I underſtood yourBulinefs was to Marry me Sir, to a Wo- 
man I never ſaw ; and to confeſs the Truth, I durſt not come 
near you, becauſe T was at the fame time in Love with one you 
never ſaw. 

Sir Har. Was you ſo Sir why then Sir I find a ſpeedy 
Cure for your Paſſion — Brother Willfull — hey Fiddles there. 
At. Yon may treat me Sir, with what ſeverity you pleaſe : 


but my Engagements to that Lady are too powerful and fixt, to 
let the utmoſt Miſery diſſolve em. 


Sir, Har. What does the Fookmean ? 

At. That I can ſooner Dye, than part with her. 

Will. Hay! —— why is this your Son Sir Harry? 

Sir Har. Hey day why did not you know that before? 

At. O Earth! and all you Stars! is this the Lady you defign'd 
me Sir? 

$1. O Fortune! is it poſſible ? 


Sir Har. And 1s this the Lady Sir you have been making ſuch 
4 Buſtle about? 

At. Not Life, Health or Happineſs, are half ſo dear to me. 

Sir Sol. Inning At. and Sylvias Hands - ] lol! loll leroll! 


At. O Tranſporting Joy! | Embracing Sylvia. 


FP. Fong 7¹⁰⁷ ayning iu the Tune, and Dancing about enn oll! jolll 


J 
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Sir Sol. Hey! within there! Calls the Fiddler by ingo we ell : 


make! a Night ont. 
Ester Clarinda and Cleri wont. 
Cle. Save you! ſave you good People! I am glad Unkle to 
"hear you call4o cheerfully for the Fiddles, it looks as if you 


Had a Husbandready for me. 


Sir Sol. Why that I may have by to "FIRE Night Madam; 


baut in the mean time, if you pleaſe, you may wiſh your EF riends 


Joy. 
Cla. Dear Sy 114 yl. Clarinda ! 


At. OCleremont, {uch a ort ! Cler. give you * Joy Sir. 
Cla. 1 Congratulate your Happineſs and am pleas d our 


Uttle Jealonſies are over: Mr. CIcrimout has told me all, and curd 
me of Curioſity for ever. 


-Syl. What Married? „ 
Ole You'l ſee preſently ! But Sir Sol. what do you mean by 


to Morrow why do you fancy I have any more Patience than 
*the reſt of my Neighbours ? 


Sir Sol. Why truly Madam, I don't 83 you have, but I 


believe to Morrow will be as ſoon as their Buſineſs can be done, 


by which time I expect a Jolly Fox hunter from Yorkfoire, and if 


you are reſolved not to have Patience till next day, why the 


ſame Parſon may Toſs you up all Four in a Diſh together. 
Cla. A Filthy Fox-hunter? 
Sir Sol. Ods zooks ! a Metled Fellow, that will Ride you 2 


Day break to Sun ſet! None of our Flimſy London Raſcals, that 


muſt have a Chair to Carry em to their Coach, and a Coach to 


-Carry *em to a Trapes, and a Conſtable to Carry both to the 


Round-houſe. 
Cla. Ay, but thisFox-hunter Sir Sol. will come home Dirty and 
Tir'd as one of his Hounds, he'll be always aſleep before he's 
Abed, and on Horſeback before he's Awake ; he muſt Riſe early 
to follow his Sport, and I fit up late at Cards, for want ot bet- 
ter Diverſion. — Put this together my Wiſe Unkle. 

Sir Sol. Are you ſo high Fed Madam, that a Country Gentle- 
man of 1 50 l. a Year won't go down with you. | 

- Cla. Not ſo Sir, but you really kept me ſo ſharp, that I was 


en forc't to Provide for my {elf, and here ſtands the Fox- 


Hunter for my Mony. Lap. Cler. on the ſponlder. 
Sir Sol. How! 


d. E'vn ſo dit do ark in your Er Sir! you really held 
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your Conſent at ſo high a Price, that to give you a Proof of 


my good Husbandry, | [ was reſolved 1 to ſave Charges, 15 en 
Marry her without it. | 


Sir Sol. Hell! and 
Cla. And hark you in tother Ear Sir. becauſe I wou'd not. 
| have you Expoſe your Reverend Age by a Miſtake —know Sir, 
I was the Young Spark with the ſmooth Face and a Feather, that 
offer; d you a Thouſand Guineas for your Conſent, which you” 
wou'd have been glad to have taken. 
Sr Sol. The Devil! if ever I Traffick in Womans Fleſh again, 
may all the Bank-ſtocks fall when I have bought em, an riſe 
when I have Sold 'em.—— Hey! day! what have we here * 
more Cheats! 

Cler. Not unlikely Sir for 1 fancy they are e Martel 
Enter Lady Dainty and Careleſs. | 
La. Sad. That they are can aſſure you——= L give your 
Highneſs Joy Madam. 

La. Ba. Lard ! That People of any Rank ſhou'd uſe ſuch Vul-- 


gar Salutations —— Tho methinks Highneſs has ſomething of: 
Grandeur in the Sound, 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, the Muſick's come. 


IL. Sad. Let em Play. 

La. Da. Well! there's nothing ſhews ſo Viſibly, the remain- 
ing Footſteps of our Primitive Barbarity, as our Odious Noiſe 
at Weddings! huh! huh ! 

Care. It ſerves Madam to recommend the Pleaſures that {ucceed, . 
and makes us Taſte the Joys of Silence with a higher Relliſh. 

La. Da. But ſo much Dancing and Tumult, is fo like the 
Mob Solenmities of a May day — huh! huh! and the Poor Bride 
is us'd juſt like their Pole: forall the Town to Dance Round her. - 

La. Sad. Ah! but there's yet a groſſer part of the Ceremony 
to come Madam, and that 1s Throwing, the Stocking. 

La. Da. That indeed is a thing, that Inſults us ſo near, that 
I wonder the Men have not thought it their Intereſt to lay it 
down.— But I wasin hopes good Feople, that confident Fel- 
low Careleſs had been among you. 

Care. What ſay you Madam (to Divert the good Company) 
mall we ſend for him, by way of Mortification. 


L. Da. By all 2 for your Sake methinks ought to 
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Care. Why then, to let you (ce, that tis a much eaſier thing 


to Cure a Fine Lady of her Sickly Taſt, than a Lover of his Im- 


pudence. — There's Careleſs for you, without the leaſt Tincture 
oF Deſpair about him. Ee covers Himſelf 
All. Ha! Careleſs! | 
La. Da. Abus d! undone ! 
Hat bat 
Cler. Nay now Madam we with you a ſuperior Joy; for 92 
have Marry*d a Man inſtead of a Monſter. 
Care. Come] come Madam, fince you find you were in 1 the 


Power of ſuch a Cheat —- you may be glad it was no greater, you 
might have fallen into a Raſcals Hands: But you k now I am a 


Gentleman, my Fortune no {mall one, and if your Temper will 
give me leave, will deterve YOu. 

La. Sad. Come! &n make the beſt of your Fortune : for take 
my word ifthe Cheat had net been a very agreeable one, I wou'd 


never had a Hand in't—you muſt Pardon ne if I can't help 


Laughing, 
La. Da. Well | fince it muſt be fo, I Pardon all: only one 
thing let me beg of you Sir —that is your Promiſe to wear this 


Habit one Month for my ſatisfaction. 


Care. O Madam! that's a Trifle! I'll lie in the Sun a ade 
Summer for an Olive Complexion , to oblige you. 

Vill. Ods zooks here's a great deal of good Company ho! And 
it's a Shame the Fiddles ſhouſd be Idle all this while. 

Care. Oh l by no means Come ſtrike up Gentlemen. 

| They Dance. 

La. Da. Well! Mr. Careleſs I begin now to rhink better of 
my Fortune, and look back with Apprehenſion of the Eſ- 
cape I have had: you have already Cur d my Folly, and” were 
but my Health Recoverable, I ſhou'd think my ſelt * 


Happy. 
Care. For that Madam we pl venture to ſave your Doctors Fees, 


And Truſt to Nature: Time will ſoon Diſcover, 
Your * Phyſecian was a * Lover. 


NIS. 


